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PREFACE. 



It 18 not without a feeling of anxiety and diflB- 

I dence, that I submit ray poetical translation of 

" One Hundred Sonnets of Francesco Petrarca" 

I to the world of critics, when I reflect how vast 

I is the ordeal to which I have voluntarily exposed 

myself, in having undertaken a task none have 

thought fit to accomplish before me, whilst my 

sovereigns in intellect have not hesitated to 

acknowledge its difficulty. 



But whilst I arrogate to myself the merit of 
standing the first who has ever made a complete 
selection of the best of the Italian works of the 
first lyric poet perhaps of any age, it is but 
justice to state the extreme labor it has cost 
A 2 



me to comprehend the ofteu obscured meaning 
of my author, desirous as I was to return at 
least a faithful reflection of his created beauties, 
if (un-Prometheus-hke) I failed to infuse into 
my subject the spirit of poesy, which I extracted 
from my great original. 



It may be asked how can the " amorosi detti" 
of the lover, who sighed nearly five centuries 
ago, be supposed to awaken the sympathies of 
an age which has the addition of that period to 
its experience, and which doubtless has not 
failed to progress in an equal ratio, both in 
refinement and elevation of sentiment ? My only 
reply is a reference to the works of " II piu gen- 
tile amatore" of the fourteenth century, where, 
if I mistake not, the loftiest lover of the present 
day will find his inspirations already antici- 
pated, whilst he is compelled to acknowledge 
in the music of " La Sorga" the master key 
from which every succeeding modulation mnst 
proceed. 




And here, perhaps, it will not be considered 
\ out of place shoidd I say a word upon the 
metre in which I have clothed my Sonnets, in 
adopting which, however, I trust I shall be 
equally acquitted of arrogance or an assumption 
of originality. As it will be readily conceded — 
r had I selected the more harmonious and con- 
I secutive rhymes, I should have probably conci- 
liated the suffrages of the more general reader, 
and have doubtless accomplished my task with 
I comparative ease to myself ; hut I have chosen 
I rather td follow the opinion of classic scholars, 
I who pronounce that the legitimate sonnet ought 
, to be preserved in English, as in the Italian 

I original. In obedience to this opinion, therefore, 

II have sacrificed sound to con-ectness, which 
lindeed has proved advantageous, inasmuch as it 

lias enabled me to follow my illustrious model, 
I step by step, in the form of his Sonnets, though, 
|iii feature, mine may be found but a very humble 
Itranscript. 



VIU 



Though, like Frankenstein, I may one day 
rue the breath I have myself wooed into exist- 
ence, I will not now shrink from the penalty, 
but willingly submit my work to the judgment 
of my countrymen. 



Hampstead^ 

Fehmmry 1841. 



INTRODUCTION. 



The world of literature owes much to Francesco 
Petrarca ; hence it is, that although several 
biographers have already compiled the life 
of this great poet, successive aspirants will be 
ever found eager to offer their meed of grateful 
record to his memory. Independently of this 
feeling, yet another has tempted me to add my 
humble efforts to the number of his memo- 
rialists ; — it is the conviction I entertain, that 
even amongst the illustrious literati who have 
graced my own native England, few have sur- 
passed this noble foreigner, in the individual 
union of the rarest and most sublinTe gifts of a 
kind and prodigal nature, whilst none have ever 
equalled both his power and inclination to render 



those gifts subservient to the benefit of his con- 
temporaries. What genius of our own times has 
diffused his vast acquisition of knowledge with 
so bountiful a hand ? Who like himself has 
delighted to strengthen the wing of his nerveless 
and dispirited brother poet, and to guide his 
flight through the doubtful atmosphere of his 
aspirations ? Who has been equally successful 
in winning for literature the sovereign protection 
of its most able supporters ? Who, in a word, 
has so unswervingly dedicated his talents to 
his own moral improvement ; or his thoughts, 
his writings, his example, to the enlightenment of 
his countrymen, and to the inculcation of a love 
of peace, of harmony, and virtue ? 

The contemplation of Petrarca's rare endow- 
ments, and the natural temper of his mind, toge- 
ther with (perhaps not its least interesting feature) 
the long and painful struggle it maintained to 
triumph over the weakness of an overpowering 
and unfortunate attachment, have formed the 
bases of my speculations upon his character. 




I must here acknowledge the assistance I have 
derived from the writings of Fihppo Villani, 
Leonardo Aretino, and the Abbe de Sade, and, 
amongst the authors of the present day, Guido 
Sorelli, the able translator of Milton, to whom 
I am indebted for the excellent Italian commen- 
taries with which my work is accompanied. 



But whilst I thus express my obhgations to 
the ancient and modem Italians, for affording 
me direction on a subject so interesting to them- 
selves, I must be allowed at the same time to 
avow my belief, that it is in an author's writings 
alone, that we behold reflected the true coloring 
of his mind. It is not impossible that an occa- 
sional sentiment of divine inspiration may spring 
from the heart, whose incense is not the exhaled 
perfume of a purified essence, but it is in the 
unbroken chain of its inspirations, that we detect 
whether this be a chance gem, or the type of 
its precious home. In the same hope, that in 
recompense of my study of Petrarca's poetry, I 
may be found by a just aud impartial literati to 



xu 

have comprehended its spirit, I also venture to 
present Petrarca himself, equally anxious that I 
may be alike judged to have comprehended his 
character. 



If (notwithstanding my desire to uphold un- 
blemished the fair name of truth) I should, 
however, yet be accused of having painted my 
poet in too glowing a hue, I can only offer in 
defence, my desire that he should stand forth to 
my readers what his writings bespeak him, — one 
of the best of men, the noblest of lovers, and 
the loftiest of poets ! 



LIFE 



OF 



FRANCESCO PETRARCA. 



Francesco Petrarca was bom at Arezzo in Tuscany, 
on the 20th of July 1304. His father, Petrarco delP 
Ancisa, was a citizen of Florence, and descended of an 
ancient family ; but having attached himself to the 
Bianchi party, upon the triumph of the Neri faction, 
he, with Dante and many hundred others, was exile 
from the city, stripped of his possessions, and compelled 
to seek temporary refuge in Arezzo. His wife, Eletta 
Canigiani, who was the companion of his flight, and by 
birth also a Florentine, secures to Florence the proud 
boast of standing the legitimate parent of this her im- 
mortal son. At the expiration of seven months, Petrarco 
removed with his wife and child, to Pisa : when, after 
a short interval, the still prevailing party in Florence, 
having revoked his wife's sentence of banishment, con- 
sidering her less an object of suspicion than her husband, 
she -was permitted to retire with her child to Ancisa, a 

B 



LIFE OF 



village fonrtocn miles from Florence, and where they 
still possessed a farm. Hero they rumained until 
Trances CO had completed his seventh year, when , 
his father recalled his mother and himself, and tliey 
once more fixed their abode together at Pisa. Two l 
more years had elapsed, and Petrarco, now hopeless of I 
being again permitted to return to Florence, adopted 
his long-meditated project of removing to Avignon on 
the Rhone, where the Court of Rome thea resided. 

But the yoimg Francesco was not long permitted to 
enjoy this changed scene ; his father sent him to Car- 
pentras, where under that exceUent master Oonvcnnolo, 
he commenced his studies in grammar, rhetoric and 
logic. Perceiving his rapid progress, at the age of 
fifteen hia father determined that he should apply him- 
self to the study of law : with this view, ho sent him for 
three years to Montpellier, from thence to Bologna, 
then an university of much celebrity, and which (amongst 
other excellent professors) at that time boasted the 
names of Cecco d'Ascoli, and Cino da Pietoja. 

But though his strong filial affection forbad contra- 
diction to his father's wishes, his nature seems always to 
have rebelled against a study so repugnant to his prin- 
ciples, for upon the death of his parents, who expired 
within a few days of each other in the year 1326, he 
relinquished all idea of so distasteful a profession, and 
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Srbandonc'l himself wholly to the pursuit of literature, a 
taste which he had contracted during his four years' 
reaidoncc at Bologna. The purity of his style and the 
ease of his diction, aoon gained him a high reputation 
amongst the loarntid : and with this triumphant dawn 
of a literary career, he beheld the circle of Ilia friends 
gradually extending. 

Amongst those by whom he was particularly distin- 
guished, was the Bishop Giacomo Colonna, brother to 
the Cardinal, who had boon his fellow-student at Bologna, 
under the same master, Messer Criovanni Andrea. The 
bishop waa a man remarkable for the exceeding Irank- 
a of his character ; hia conversation and corroapon- 
3 were alike diatinguiahod by that same ingonuou.s- 
sse of sentiment, whilst his elo(^uence had become the 
t&iversal theme of a<lminttion : matured in judgment, 
a from a very early age, noble in mind and bearing, 
Sssessing both the taste and power to acquire know- 
tige of every description, his Christian humility exalted 
lustre of his high qualities, and threw a charm 
r his pure existence. 
P'7bat he might experience no interruption to his 
Itadies, Petraroa had retired to a small vale, eight miles 
1 Avignon, named Val Chiusa, from its sequestered 
lation ; and where, during his lifetime, his father had 
sod a considerable quantity of land. But bis 




principal object in this secluaion, was to withdraw wholly 
from the influence of Avignon, a city which had 
become as notorious for the depravity of its moral at- 
mosphere, as it had been formerly condemned for its 
physical disadvantages. Before the introduction of the 
papal court, its buildings were ill constmcted, the inha^ 
bitants dirty, and moreover, the town itself was exposed 
to the perpetual fury of a noxious wind.* In a letter 
from thence, Petrarca dceignatea it "the Western 
Babylon," " in miniature proportions," he adds, " but 
magnified by depravity. Here," continues Petrarca, 
" all that is valuable in existence is forgotten, — liberty, 
<|uiet, • contentment, hope, faith, charity ; but in this 
reign of- avarice, no loss is estimated as such, save that 
of worldly possessions. — -Here each street is the pathway 
of iniquity, truth is denominated weakness, temperance 
is named folly, modesty imbecility. — Here tottering 
age depraves youth by its example, and youth in ita 
turn is abandoned to every excess of intemperance. In 
a word, virtue, in the Roman court at Avignon, is but 
the byword for jest and ridicule!" It may be imagined 
how revolting such an association would prove to a 
young and enthusiastic mind, thirsting for fame, and 



Id tiral tha Eplnndor at the Itnlian dlies, whibt tba 
e Ponlificsl Coutl iudf, wroiigbl b propoiUonato 
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eager for the acquisition of knowledge ; and may we 
not infer this moral from his flight to the quiet shades 
of Val Chiusa, that the heart which virtue has made its 
home, will, amid the corruption it witnesses, only cling 
the more tenaciously to its own purity ? 

Petrasca had now attained his twenty-third year ; and 
to this period his affections had been unroused by that 
" rich golden shaft," whose winged magic was yet want- 
ing to give the impetus to his slumbering imagination, 
and to dress in reality the beautiful creations of his fan- 
ciful mind. It was on the morning of Good Friday, in 
the year 1327, that he entered the church of Santa 
Ghiara in Avignon, to mingle in the Catholic duties of 
that day, when he there beheld for the first time his 
beautiful Laura.* Although in his innumerable verses, 
Petrarca has taken infinite pains to specify the graces 
of his idol, it is perhaps not in a poet's mirror that wo 
should seek for the most faithful reflection of an ori- 
ginal. 

" I beheld a lady,*'*' thus speaks the poet, " habited 
in a green mantle interspersed with violets, upon which 
hung a profusion of golden tresses, whilst her lofty, yet 
graceful carriage, distinguished her from all who sur- 



• The Abbe de Sade particularly specifies the Church of Santa Chiara for the 
first meeting of Petrarca and Laura: but the poet himself in one of his sonnets 
seems to indicate, in his own metaphorical style, that it was in the fields he first 
encountered his mistress. 

b2 



rounded lier. A countenance of celestial beauty was set 
off by a tliroat of exquisite whiteness ; her beaming eyes 
were surmounted by browa of ebony; her mouth, on which 
the rose seemed to have reflected its glowing hue, en- 
closed pearls of dazzling transparency, whilst to complete 
this modelled loveliness, were the most delicate hand, 
a small taper foot, a gay artless espreasion, and a clear 
musical voice, whose tones won an instant entrance to 
the heart." After this glowing portraiture, scepticism 
itself dare no longer question Laura's beauty, wliilst 
from the best authenticated likenesses, we may infer 
a pleasing, if not so poetical a corroboration of the 
description. In every picture, her ingenuous, sweet, 
and timid expression of countenance, are peculiarly 
striking. Indeed, the excessive modesty and simplicity 
of her character, seemed the charm which, in the eyes 
of her lover, threw a lustre over the natural graces of 
her mind and person, and contributed perhaps, in no 
small degree, to perpetuate his strong and deeply rooted 
affection. Much discussion has taken place relative to 
Laura's origin, and subsequent position in the world; 
but the enquiry seems always to have terminated with 
this limited information, that her maiden name was 
Noves, and that she lived and died in the strictest re- 
tirement, with her father, in the neighbourhood of 
Val Chiusa. There have been those, who, altogether 



I 
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P Heptical of her existence, have pronounced her a being 
of the poefs own imagining, presented by himself to the 
world, arrayed in the semblance of reality, to invest 
with something like identity the creations of his prodigal 
muse. 

This same doubt seems to have formed the subject of 
raillery, from his friend Giacomo Oolonna, to which 
Petrarca has thus replied : — 

" Of what dost thou accuse me ? Of having fabricated 
a name for an imagined Laura : that my fancy might 
conceive a more tangible object upon which to expand 
itself; and that the world may behold a reality in its 
creations. Thou wilt have it, that my heart knows no 
other tlian that poetic Laurel, which has wreathed itself 
round my long and indefatigable studies ; that in truth, 
that Laura breathing with life and beauty, by whose 
charms I am spell-bound, is but an illusion ; that the 
spirit of my song is feigned, that my sighs are imagined. 
Would to heaven, there were a ground for thy raillery ! 
would that mine were the personification, not the identity 
of madness ! But believe me, it requires an almost 
superhuman effort to exist in an eternal counterfeit of 
feeling, and that is indeed madness which would labour 
to appear so. The robust frame may enact the gestures 
of suffering, but the cheek cannot feign its pallid hue ; 
thou hast beheld my wan cheek, and there mayst thou 



read iny soitow." Again, there have been othci 
in their strictures upon the poet, have not hesitated to 
pronounce hia tuneful breathings, a political language 
intelligible only to those who held the key of the then 
ruling policy. His poetry will prove its own commen- 
tary upon this opinion, and uannot fail to convict of cold 
pedantry, the critic, who could thus strangely mieinr 
terpret the most graceful painter of the heart's best 
affections ! The influence of a passion destined to be 
the ceaseless source of grief, and subsequently of salu- 
tary remorse, for his unconquerable weakness, served 
only to attune the poet's lyre to the purest, the most 
faithful strain, its chords have ever awakened, 

A remarkable feature in the eharaeter of Laura, was 
the stability of her judgment : heneo it was, that whilst 
living in a most corrupt ago, in a country the most dis- 
solute, surrounded by every species of vice — practised too 
bythose, who profeasedthemaelvesdisciplesof St. Peter — 
she proudly bore herself in nnsuUied purity within the 
sphere of her filial and domestic duties; and by her calm 
severity, not only repelled her lover, but undertook the 
noble task of directing his love from herself, to that of 
glory, fame, and virtue. 

Abandoned to the hopelessness of his passion, 
Petrarca remained for some time wholly incapable of 
directing his thoughts to other contemplations, save 



1 
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diat of the being of his idolatry ; but at length, shocked 

discover the prostration of hia every energy, he roused 
mself from hia lethargic weakness, and soon ambition 

fc«omploted the conijuest of his mind, if not of hia heart. 
Filled with remorse for the time he had dreamed away 

1 all the inanity of nTetchediioss, a remorse he ex- 
reeaes so pathetically in that beautiful sonnet beginning 

'* Padre del Ciel dopo i perduti giorni,"' he resolved to 
ait Avignon for a season, hoping that a contact with 
V countries and unvisited scenes, might win for him 
tome alleviation of his heart's consuming misery. 
Saving obtained for this purpose the consent of Car- 
inal Colonna, and the bishop his brother, with whom 
B resided, he quitted Avignon in the spring of the year 
He proceeded to Paris, passed into Flanders, 
[ visited the Rhine, Ghent, Liege, Cologne, and lastly, 
' journeyed to Itome, where he was received by Stephen, 
the elder Colonna, with paternal affection : and was 
honoured throughout the capital for the fame which hia 
writings had deservedly acquired for him. Having spent 
some months in Rome, he became desirous of recom- 
mencing his studies. Returning therefore once more to 
Avignon, he procured the consent of Cardinal Colonna 
to retire again to the solitude of Val Chiusa, that he 
might be removed from the interruptions of the court, 
and leaa exposed to the immediate influence of Laura's 



10 



I 



For the next ten years, Val Cliiuaa became Iiis con- 
stant roBidence, during which period he composed the 
works, which from aeaocJation, have for ever immortal- 
ized that sequestered spot. Here he wrote the greater 
part of his poems : and amongst the rest that in Latioj 
of " Africa," in honour of the elder Seipio. This is 
now but little read, for though not deficient in 
poetic beauty, it is tedious and uninteresting. It 
deservedly procured him the reputation, however, of 
ranking the first poet of the age : though perhaps, 
had it been less meritorious, that would create no sur- 
prise, when we consider how small must have been the 
circle of literary censors at that period ; for the art of 
printing not having been yet invented, the circulation of 
new works was necessarily slow and always limited." 
But he was soon to have a signal proof of the fame it 
had acquired him. He was meditating one morning in 
the meadow adjacent to Val Ohiusa, when he was saluted 
by a messenger from the Roman senate, who delivered 
him a despatch, containing a request for his immediate 
presence in their city, to claim the laurel crown adjudged 
to his talents. That evening, he received an invitation 
to the same effect from the university at Paris. It will 

" Had I bat tiie will, I koew, bj canvclinii, I caul.l improve all mj Hurlu wllh 
the exovption nf mj Itallim poetiy, BJid Id Uuit I bavs Btlaiubd Ihe higbent per- 
fccHon of which I am capable." 
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be imagined how gratifying these successive testimonials 
of the world's favom*able opinion were to Petrarca, — 
manifested too in an age when the distinction proposed 
to him was held in the highest reverence. He hesitated 
for some time, uncertain from which city to accept the 
proffered honour ; but at length, on the representations 
of his friend and patron Cardinal Colonna, he deter- 
mined that from the hands of his own countrymen he 
would receive the price of his fame. He quitted Avi- 
gnon ; but anxiouj3 to procure the judgment of Robert 
King of Naples upon his poem, he resolved upon making 
that city the first object in his route. Having received the 
applause of that monarch, who was esteemed the most 
talented prince of his age, and the most enthusiastic 
patron of literature, and declining the wreath of fame 
Robert himself would have conferred upon him in his 
own sovereignty, Petrarca repaired to Rome, and on 
the Easter Sunday of the year 1341, he was crowned 
by his friend Orso dell' Anguillara, Senator of Rome, in 
the presence of the whole capital, who filled the air with 
rejoicings.* 

But alas ! how uncertain are the springs of human 

* Petrarca wore the mantle presented to him bj King Robert of Naples. It 
was of violet-coloured velvet, bound with a girdle of diamonds. He was drawn 
to the capital in a splendid car, and there received three crowns ; they were laurel, 
ivj and myrtle : he was made a Roman citizen, and permitted to wear the poet's 
dress, then an exclusive privilege. ''Dante was buried in the poet's dress." — 
Villani. 
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enjoyment ! how often tlie poaaession of that for whicli 
we have so panted becomes tliD source of future disquiet ! 
The young leaves of his triumph were yet fresh on his 
brow, when, instead of the voice of unmingled applause 
he had fondly hoped would have confirmed their eternal 
verdure, he beheld envj-'e withering crest erected against 
hira. Italy resounded with his fame, but the individual- 
tongue and pen were galled to poison hia felicity, and 
even some of his friends now confronted him as enemies. 
It seemed, too, as though Heaven had selected the 
proud day of his prosperity to manifest how equal was 
the balance "of good and ill," by which He kept in 
equilibrium the triumph and despair of the human mind. 
This glorious era in his existence was also the record of 
his heart's severest affliction. He had quitted Eome to 
return to Avignon, but being detained at Parma,* by 
his friend Azzo da Correggio, who governed that city 
for his nephew Mastino della Scala, he there received 



of Il^an 



li, of great oge and quil 



whilst 



ParniH. A profesmr of gnumnar, i 
dertook a jouroBj- to Naples, whero ho imiletstwid Petmrca llicn was, dettmiiiitd 
III breallia the atuuMplisn ot tha woniler of tbe age berors he died. He amved 
(here junl an Fotrarca had departed foT the capital, but Robert uf Napli-s lEivived 
him Tdth Idndnen and fp-ye hb:a the meana of pronecutiDg hia roiDantie piirsiut. 
Ha jiroceeded lo Rome, and tEacbed it jiut io time to learn that Fetrarca bad 
Quitted the eily of bia triuDiph. Uadismayed b; hie dteappoinUnnit and fadgae. 
be ooDtiiiued bu iwBrcb. and at leugtb arri'?^ at FamuL He was a man ot Ae- 
formed appearance and MDgulnrl j uglj ; introduced inio Petrarca'a presence, bia 
aoD raifled biia aij bia ahouldera, dealing pemiBaluii to klvi (lie bead which had 
created bu uucb llialwas beaiitifiil, andkneeUag down, be again saluted the hi 
which had li'i-u Ibi. itiitmincul ot i^unv.'jmg tbine crtalion» lo iLc Horld. 
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the intelligence of the deaths of Tommaso da Messina, 
his dearest friend, and of his beloved patron the Bishop 
Colonna. A long and dangerous illness was the result 
of these successive shocks ; and here we must not omit 
to relate a circumstance he himself details as having 
occurred to him while resident at Parma. He dreamed 
one night that he beheld the bishop crossing a small 
rivulet that flowed through his garden. Petrarca ar- 
rested him, at the same time questioning him as to his 
destination. The bishop gently repulsed him, exclaim- 
ing: "Detain me not; I am bound for Rome, and do 
not desire you to accompany me." Petrarca then gazed 
more stedfastly at his companion, and felt that it was 
a corpse. From the particulars he gathered some time 
after the event, Petrarca expresses his conviction that 
the hour of his vision was the same in which the bishop 
had expired. 

It was, at this period, that the death of Benedict XH 
reawakened the efforts of the Romans to induce his 
successor, Clement VI, to remove the pontifical court 
onoe more from Avignon to its former residence, A 
solemn embassy to his holiness was agreed upon, and 
Petrarca was the orator selected to represent the cala- 
mitous effects of his predecessors' absence from their 
city. As might have been expected from the character 
of the pontiff, (who was indeed little likely to prefer the 



picture of holy warfare and sacrod association, with 
which Petrarca invested his Homan territories, to the 
tnynjuil luxuries of Avignon) the mission was unsuc- 
cessful ; but the poet's eloquence was rewarded by the 
friendship of the pope, and the Priory of St. Nicholas 
of Migliarino, in the diocese of Pisa, was at the same 
time conferred upon him. This was not the only instance 
in which a presentation to church benefices seems to have 
rewarded Petrarea's early study of divinity. He was 
successively appointed Canon of Lombes, Archdeacon of 
Parma, and Canon of the Cathedral of Parma, but he 
always remained a secular clergyman, never choosing 
to aasimie priest's orders. He refused a bishopric, and 
other dignities offered him by Clement VI and his suc- 
cessors, unwilling that the disposition of his time should 
be regulated or restrained by the imperious duties which 
their acceptance would necessarily impose upon him. 

On the death of his friend and patron, Robert of 
Naples, Petrarca was despatched to that court, on 
behalf of the pope, who claimed the sovereignty of the 
kingdom as lord suzerain during the minority of the 
young Queen Joanna. The pope had been farther 
instigated to appoint Petrarca to this mission by Car- 
dinal Colonna, who relied upon the poet's eloquence and 
influence there, to obtain the release of some friends, 
who having been imprisoned, and their estates confia- 
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oated, during the late rBign, thoir incarceration waa yet 
further prolonged by the machinations of the prevailing 
nobles, to whom they had been transferred. In a letter 
from Naples, Petrarca gives a touching description of 
the disorders of the court, so changed from the refiued 
atmosphere it enjoyed under the mild administration 
of ita late ruler. The young queen and her husband, 
1 each governed by the respective individuals,* who in 
I effect held the reins of empire, aeomod to have but 
[ little voice in the management of their affairs, and aa 
little anxiety about the prosperity of the country, until 
Andrew himself finally fell a victim to the intrigue and 
depravity whicli eventually influenced his queen, as well 
, &a his subjects. Frbro Robert treated the pope's pre- 
tensions with contempt; but more fortunate in his 
Becond mission, Petrarca procured the enlargement of 
the Oardinal'a friends, and then bade adieu to Naples, 
though not before Queen Joanna had appointed him 
her chaplain,- — a poat he had formerly held under her 
iate grandfather. 

Passing through Parma, he again became a witness 
of the evils arising from tho disorganization of states, 



" Andte* woa andrely directed b j a monlt named Robert, whom his ftther, [he 

hlgof Hangaryrhad selected to accompanj hia young aoD to the court of Nnplffl, 

f -IvIieahB qmtlDd hla paternal kiDgdom, Joanna was equally gopemed by a woman 

■^deslgnatod " La Catanoise," being a natiTo ol' Catania, in Sidlj. She vbb of low 

El, withoat either prinoiple or education. 
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each panting for individual aggrandiaenuint, and care- 
less of the means employed to acquire it. His friend, 

Azzo Oorreggio, and his brothers, treacherous in their 
trust to their nephew Maetino della Scala, became in 
their turns victims to a yet superior rival, Lucchino 
Visconti, Lord of Milan, and Parma was invested with 
troops, with the prospect of a long siege. Indeed, 
Italy itself seemed to groan beneath internal dissension 
and foreign rapacity. Milan, the most powerful state 
of Italy, and governed by the most influential family, 
the Visconti, was at war with Pisa ; Parma, as we have 
seen, in a state of siege 5 Florence was a prey to civil 
discord ; whilst Rome, abandoned by her popes, had 
become the victim of the German mercenaries intro- 
duced thither by the Emperor Louis of Bavaria, and 
John of Bohemia, and who now, enrolling themselves 
under different Italian chiefs, ravaged the countr}', in 
the pay of whichever state desired their aid in defence 
or aggression of its neighbour. The friend of almost 
every distinguished leader in the different states, Pe- 
trarca waa alternately a resident at each court, in com- 
pliance with their earnest solicitations that he would 
interpose his good offices in their respective quarrels ^ 
but, at length, the charms of Val Chiusa, and the desire 
of again breathing the atmosphere of his Laura, directed 
his steps once more to Avignon. 
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It was shortly after his return to this loved retreat 
that the farae of an event reached the pontifical court, 
filling it with consternation, whilst Francesco fondly 
imagined he recognised in it the type of Rome's reawa- 
kened glory, and Italy's tran<iuillity. Rome, distracted 
I by the causes already stated, and scarcely loss depressed 
If.by the contending nde of the Colonna and Orsini 
Ifemilies, had been easily induced to gather round the 
[standard of one Nicolas Gabrini di Rienzi,* who, whilst 
$e dilated upon the obscui'ed splendours of ancient 
Lome, assured liifl eager listeners it required but their 
(eo-operation to enable liim to bring back once more 
nrbat lie designated the "bon ^tat.'' Boldly heading 
KiJie republic, he ascended the Capitol, assumed the 
fitle of Tribune, and commenced the exerci.^o of his 
authority with so much justice and moderation, that 
every other Italian republic unanimously acknowledged 
hiB pow^, by sending ambassadors with the utmost 
ina^fnificence to treat with him. 

Petrarca hall long contracted a friendship with 
ftienzi ; each had the same taste for the revival of 
literature — each alike venerated Rome, and 
d that she ought still to stand, as she had done, 
( of the World;" it was, therefore, with 
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no feeling of indiiference that he hailed the moment 
in which he fancied he beheld the realization of his 
dream, whilst his active and eloquent pen was now 
wholly employed in congratulating the Tribune upon 
his triumph, and exhorting him not to forget, in his 
BUOceBs, the principles of his elevation. Inebriated, 
however, by his growing power, intoxicated with vanity, 
Gabrini did alike forget both the principles of hia 
elevation, and himself; until, at length, convicted of 
injustice and cruelty, he was torn to pieces by that 
very populace — " that many-headed monster thing" — 
which, but a few months before, had hailed him as a 
deliverer; and the disappointed Petrarca was com- 
pelled to acknowledge in him but another of thoao 
enthusiasts, thrown up by the ocean of faction, who 
have neither sufficient stability to work out their own 
theory of liberty, nor disinterestedness enough to sepa- 
rate their desire of self-aggrandisement from the gene- 
ral good. 

Whilst these events agitated Rome,Tetrarea, urged 
by his own patriotic feelings, and the solicitations of his 
friends, resolved onco more upon crossing the Alps. He 
was greeted at Verona, Mantua, Eerrara, Capua, and 
Padua, with an enthusiasm gratifying alike to the patriot 
and the man, whilst the nobles of each city emulated 
each other in evincing their high estimate of his worth. 
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But this repoae in Lombardy, — surrounded by his 
honouring countrymen, in the bosom of his native land, 
— was but the breathless calm to uaher in tho arming 
terrors of a deadly tempest. By that fearful plague 
which, at this period, swept in noiseless horror through 
suffering Italy, he was deprived of another relative. 
Again, his friend, Franceschino degli Albezzi, a young 
Florentine of great promise, who had quitted his native 
city purposely to visit him, was assassinated in traversing 
the Apennines, by one of the Ubaldini : and as though 
fortune, by her successive inflictions, seemed resolved 
to prove his powers of endurance, death successively 
deppived him of his friend Giovanni Bardi, his patron 
Cardinal Colonna, and (the conhdaut of hia attachment) 

ii^e amiable Sennuccio del Bene. 
It When the mind is ener\'ated by sorrow, fancy seems 
to exhaust itself in creating new images of suffering, 
and which sometimes prove but too faithful harbingers 
of the dreaded evil. The cord of life which had bound 
Petrarca in union with so many friends, had so unex- 
pectedly snapped, that ho looked fearfully round upon 
those still in existence, and fancied he heard the fatal 
shears contracting still more his narrowing circle, whilst 
one torturing vision clung night and day to hia mind — 
it was a presentiment of his Laura's death. It was not 
J.ong before his fatal foreboding was verified; iutelli- 



genca reached him at Verona that she too had sunk a 
victim to the plague. We will not pause to describe 
the poet's feelings on this severest of bereavements. 
Who that has enshrined his every hope and happiuesa 
in the existence of one loved object will not feel how 
complete must have been the wreck of both to Petrarca 
in this his loss. Death had robbed him of his sweetest 
and tenderest tie, his only golden link to life, — now his 
heai-t was widowed, his hope elsewhere. But did reli- 
gion permit his noble mind to remain a darkening void, 
busy only with distorted images of despondency and 
gloom! No! once more he roused himself, and found 
consolation in projecting schemoa for his suffering 
country. But whilst he thus laboured unremittingly 
for the welfare of others, it was too evident that 
happiness had for ever fled its home in his heart. 
Public and private misfortune, — the plague, whose 
ceaseless terrors kept alivo the memory of how fearful 
a scourge it had proved to himself, — the mortal and 
revolting strife which surrounded him, — each had its 
separate influence upon his character. He became 
querulous, ascetio in his feelings, weary of existence, 
seeking rest from whence he knew it could not be 
attained, anxious for change, and in that change deriv- 
ing no relief, returning still restless and dispirited. It 
seems, at tins period, that a suspicion of how the world 
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^fhtiight pronounce upon his prostration of character 
awoke hie anxiety, for he thus writ«a to his friend 
Socrate : " I know that if man cannot succeed in 
banishing his grief, it is imperative that he should 
moderate and conceal its bitterness. I am conscious 
of my weakness ; but alas ! what boreavements have 
[ not been called upon to sustain! Who would not 
mourn when he beheld the world a lifeless void, yet 
irked not the track of the brand or the sword to 
!Ount for the horrid desolation? "Who would not 
rieve to see houses untenanted, cities abandoned, the 
country a desert, the fields a noiseless sepulchre, the 
very universe one vast solitude V 

But whilst fallen Italy could not boast of one other 
spirit generous enough to pay back her universal debase- 
ment with redoubled zeal, strength, and virtue, Petrarca 
^^ftlone stood forward, resolved that if he could not shield 
^■K from the inflictions of an avenging Providence, he 
^^hrould do his utmost to rescue it from the yet more 
devaatating hand of Man. Aware that the salvation 
of Italy depended either upon the church or state, and 
esteeming an army of warriors more effective than a 
spiritual force, he addressed an anonj-mous epistle to 
Charles IV of Luxembourg, now elected Emperor, 
invoking him to its defence. Couched in terms at once 
—sigorous and manly, the writer assured the prince " he 



should offer no apology for his interference, aa he 
ooDsidered the sovereign could receive no higher com* 
pliment than to be selected the protector and champion 
alike of his country's liberties. It was not difficult to 
discover the author of this epistle, and, though perhaps 
somewhat tardily, the emperor replied to Francesco by 
desiring to see him. Petrarca accordingly repaired to 
Mantua, where he then was, and was received with tho 
confidence he might have expected from this accom- 
phshed prince, who had long venerated Petrarca'a 
character, and had more than once sought the poet 
to bestow on him his friendship. 

Conversing with him one day upon a work Petrarca 
had just completed, entitled Trattaio degli Uomini 
Ulustri, Charles expressed a wish that it should be 
dedicated to himself. " I shall obey thy command," " 
replied Petrarca, fearlessly, " when thy name shall be 
enroUed amongst the illustrious men thou so applaudest, 
not from the possession of an useless sceptre alone, but 
from the glory of thy deeds, the greatness of thy soul, — 
when thou shalt have made thyself worthy of standing 
forth to posterity such as the heroes of old appear to 
ua in this day." Charles listened with a calm and 
cheerful brow; he could not withhold his admiration 
from the man who thus dared to express himself in 
an age of venahty and prostration. Unlike the dema- 
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[Ogue, whoso boasted liberty ia the mierule of faction, 
rboBB freedom is abject thraldom under another name, 
liberty he sought was the emancipation of his 
expiring land from the contention of petty tyranny, 
that each interest might feel itself alike secured under 

I one vast paternal rule. But whilst accessible to the 
advice of the patriot, Charles was deficient in that 
vigour and firranesa necessary to the accomplishment 
1^ vast enterprises, or, perhaps, the voice of interest 
KES more unerringly powerful than the sympathy the 
Ktet never failed occasionally to awaken for his country's 
belfare. He was, at this moment, engaged in secret 
machinations with the pope and ViscontJ, to gain the 
two imperial crowns of Romo and Lombardy, which 
having obtained upon terms at once disgraceful and 
injurious to the country, he quitted Italy, and sought 
again bis native Bohemia. 

Irritated at the disappointment of his hopes, Petrarca 
once more addressed the emperor, reproaching him for 
his conduct. After reminding him of the years of toil 
and bloodshed it had cost his ancestors, to obtain the 
throne and sceptre ho now possessed without unsheath- 
ing his sword ; after again reproaching hira for having 
so unworthily abandoned his rule, and which bore the 
character of an impotent and shameful flight, he goes 
I to say : " No prince ever awakened such flattering 
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hopes as thyaelf — not one could have more rel 
destroyed them. Bather than it should have been said 
that Rome's sovereign had abandoned hia Bubjeets, I 
would have had him imitate the monarch of Macedon, 
who, not content with the limits of his kingdom's rule, 
proclaimed himself sovereign also of the universe." This 
appeal drew down upon him the applause of his coun- 
trymen. Had Charles possessed sufficient magnanimity 
to profit by tho orator's remonstrance — had he again 
quitted his own harsh climate, and crushed by his pre- 
sence the contending t}Tant8 of Italy, he might have 
then consolidated her government and her power. Home 
would have risen from her ashes; and Italy herself 
would have still hold her seat in the council of princes. 
Her history would not then have had to record more 
than four centuries of inertness and obscurity; but re-in- 
vigorated by recovered independence — no longer a prey 
to foreign cupidity, she would have once more raised 
her august head, and felt that arm still powerful wliioh 
had once swayed the fate of empires. The lofty cha- 
raoter of the primitive Italian, now crushed in its 
descendants by successive misfortune, would have 
recovered its woflted energy ; and they who now depre- 
ciate Italy, would own it was the times, not the heart 
of her people, that had changed. 

Notwithstanding the asperity with which the poet 
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Jaddresseil iiini, the emperor never failed in loading 
Petrarca with the most unequivocal marks of his 
miration and eateem. Having heard him one day 
t,expound the word Fortune, in application to one 
(who had experienced the rudest assaults from that 
I igoddeas, he begged the poet would give him its inter- 
I pretation from another example he himself cited. In- 
I iBtead of replying on the simple text, Petrarca made 
Bhis exposition an explanation of the true cause of 
■ Italy's ruin. He commenced his argument by remark- 
puig, " How much the destiny of nations is dependant 
I upon the progress of military virtue, and the law of 
I -custom, to whose eternal revolution every thing is 
I equally subject ; citing, for an example, England, which, 
I from an infant state, aud being looked upon only as a 
I country of barbarians, had now far exceeded the French, 
I both in knowledge and power, and in the principles 
li,0F war. But whilst genius, virtue, and fame, seem 
Korer working some change in the countries in which 
Ithey induct themselves, yet, faithful to their own 
I iBiiawerving creed, they at all times stand the uncom- 
■■promising foe of baseness and corruption. Nations 
' he continues, " when, through prosperity, their 
I rnlerasink into inertness, and become indifferent to their 
I welfare. They rise again, when, removed from the con- 
F tagion of luxurj-, by their own obscurity, the love of 



industry revives, necossity is the spur to action, and men 
become tolerant, ambitious of gloty, vanquishers of their 
own passions, and thence an example to others : for the 
self-conqueror is the surest conqueror of the world.'" He 
contrasted the pusillanimity of his age with the mar- 
tial virtue of ancient Rome : he pourtrayod their 
legions animated to glory by the perpetual image 
of their effigied heroea — the triumphant awards of the 
civic and mural crowns — the stern punishments of 
crime — the bountiful recompense of conquest — whilst 
all stood patient in chastisement, — incorruptible in 
applause. " An army composed of such as these," he 
continues, " eo fjarless in peril, were wont to overcome 
every barrier that would have opposed itself to their 
success. Though occasionally limited in numbers, the 
subordination of the legionaries, the dignity of their 
leader, with the imperious nature of his command, 
their discipline and bravery, supplied the deficiency; 
whilst united in defence and attack, equals in science 
and courage, they humbled and subjugated nations and 
empires, conquered Italy, Europe, the world; until 
effeminacy, luxury, and depraved habits, — the fatal off- 
spring of prosperity, — armed against their rulers the 
very force by which they had attained their proud 
eminence." From a review of the glorious era of 
antiquity, he contrasted his own age, described hia 
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ountry'a army as one composed of venal plunderere, 
whose fearlosaoess in danger did not arise from the 
aternnesa of courage, but from their own premeditated 
plans of ultimate security, and who were ever ready to 
compromise with an enemy at the price of their faith. 
He declared that amongst their senators or magistrates 
not one could be foimd upright enough to speak his 
abhorrence of perfidy, crime, or degradation of any 
description; that amongst their warriors there was 
neither a Scipio, a. Camillua, nor an ^milius ; that, in 
truth, vice was in name substituted for virtue, virtue was 
Donfounded with vice; whilst, immersed in riot and 
luxury, he pronounced their love of war the bandit's 
^irit of plunder. That otherwise licentious, indolent, 
cowardly, and inexperienced, they gathered together 
armies, not for the country's defence, but for private 
security and ostentation,* 

Finding himself still unsuccessful in instigating the 
emperor to rouse himself in the country's defence, 
Petrarca revolved one other plan for its welfare ; this 
was to persuade Urban V, who had now succeeded to 
the papal crown, to transfer his court from Arignon to 
Borne, or some other Italian state. 






• PetrMqUB rcjllt dcuiB ce loms un diplome qua liij envoyn 
d'Olmutz, chBDOelipr d« Tmnpire, par leqnel I'empMeur le CTEenil i 
el lui cooftroit lom les droits el privUiBL'S Bllaclii-3 ii cetW diguile. 
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Urban at length ceded to hia entreatiea, s 
as they were by the public voice ; and, proceeding to 
Italy, he fixed hia reaidence at Viterbo. Repenting, 
however, of hia too hasty cesaion, after the expiration 
of a very short period, he returned again to Avignon. 
It is said that Petrarca actually shed teara at tliis act 
of disgraceful weakness. He behold the Cliurch itaelf 
tottering, — the inystio bark of St. Peter seemed ship- 
wrecked amid the quicksands of contention ; and he 
mourned the fate of modern Rome with the sacred 
enthusiasm with which the olden prophets grieved over 
their falling Jerusalem. He was preparing a remon- 
strance to Urban when the news of that pope's death 
reached him, it having taken place almost immediately 
after he had re-assumed his rule beyond the Alps. 

This was Petrarca's last effort for the salvation of 
his country. His health declined, and he resolved to 
seek in retirement the repose he so much needed. 
Rejecting, therefore, Visconti's repeated solicitations 
that he would fix his residence at Milan, (his sove- 
reignty), he quitted Padua, where he had dwelt some 
time with hia friend and patron Francesco da Carrara, 
and retired to Arqua, a little village situated upon the 
summit of a gently sloping hill, croivned by another 
which sheltered it from the north wind. Enamoured 
with the Euganean hills, he here built himself an 
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■•legant little dwelling, and in its solitude tasted again 
)Se and health. Once more the appeal of friendship 
N him from his retreat. Francesco da Carrara, at 
with the Venetians, was compelle<l to sue for 
ue, but which he could obtain only upon the most 
|faumiliatiag torms. 

The now infirm poet accepted the mission to the 
I Venetian senate, who, wrought upon by his reasoning 
land eloquence, yielded tlie desired truce ; and Potrarca 
I once more returned to bis retirement in the proud eon- 
ss that he had, for the time at least, saved his 
Imunificent patron from total ruin. 

It was at this period that Florence, — the inexorable 
I to Dante, whose influonco had lured thither a 
Bword to the destruction of his native land, — 
►wstored to Petrarca, the promoter of peace, his paternal 
■inheritance ; hie exile was revoked, and he was elected 
l^liead of the Florentine university, 

Petrarca accepted with tears of gratitude these proofs 
I of his country's affection ; but another and a brighter 
I liome now awaited him, and he felt that his snmmony 
i gone forth. 
1 the midst of study, in the exercise of his christian 
f duties, he looked forward to death with cheerfulness 
land resignation, and on tho 18th of July, 1374, at the 
f seventy, ho resigned his spirit to its Creator. 
D 2 



Italy, — Europe itself, — the world of literature, — alike 
mourned tliia event aa a public calamity. The clergy 
and nobles, with the inhabitants of Padua, equally 
desirous of marking their respect for his honoured 
remains, flocked to Arqua, where Bonaventura da 
Peraga, with almost regal pomp, pronounced an eulogy 
over the illustrious dead. In obedience to his last 
request, he was interred before the door of the church 
at Arqua, not in an humble grave, as he had desired, 
but in a handsome tomb of black marble, supported 
by four columns, under which appears a neat Latin 
inscription. ^ 

Petrarca has been compared by Boccaccio to Livy, 
by Coluceio to Virgil. Gifted with a mind free, pliant, 
and enthusiastic for poetry, it is probable he would 
( been charmed by the model which taught hira to 
paint a beautiful nature in her own glowing colours, and 
to depict the heart's best affections with the truth and 
vivacity of his own bright imagination. But from his 
Btudy of Livy he derived advantages more solid and 
exalted. From him he learned that concentrated love 
. of liberty and independence, that taste for solitude 
and moderation, that veneration for Rome and his native 
Italy, which ever distinguished him, and proclaimed him 
to be an excellent man, a good citizen, a philosopher, 
and a christian. 
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In his person Petrarca was handsome; his complexion 
was neither fair nor dark, and his eyes beamed with 
fire and intelh'gence. 

In youth he was punctiliously careful about his dress, 
and prided himself exceedingly on his fine hair, though 
at the age of twenty-five it had begun rapidly to change 
to grey. Hisfigurc was slight, and be was remarkable for 
his a^lity in leaping, and running, and for his adroitness 
in all manly sports. He played the lute admirably, 
which he continued until an advanced age. Exceed- 
ingly moderate in his diet, he seemed always to prefer 
the primitive refreshment of fruit, herbs, and water, to 
a more luxurious indulgence. Naturally impetuous, .■ 
Petrarca however acquired a habit of self-command, 
so that he was never known to wound another's feelings 
by unguarded violence. Faithful in hia friendships, of 
frugal habits, though of most generous inclinations, he 
carod not for riches, or rather he shrank from the petty 
monotony by which they are obtained. His thirst for 
iame and its immortality was to him the jEgis, pro- 
serving him from the contamination of a licentious age ; 
whilst his one ruling passion, (his attachment for Laura), 
became in him a sentiment ennobling hia mind by its 
divine, its purified essence. The pure breathings of 
his lyre will steal in grateful incense to the heart, so 
long as Parnassus holds its lofty empire io the world, 



32 LIFE OF 

and Helicon flows a brightening etreara unaullied by 

tJie turgid waters of impurity. 

We shall conclude this faint sketch of the poet's life, 
by quoting his own words upon a subject which had so 
powerful an influence upon his character : they are in 
reply to a remonstrance from St. Augustine, upon the 
weakness of suffering his passion to hold such an ascen- 
dancy over his mind. " Thou wilt not deny," he con- 
tinues, " that the little good thou beholdest in me, is 
the work of her hands. However undeserving I may be 
of my present name and glory, still I liad not attained 
this proud eminence, had not she, by her noble precepts, 
wanned into life the feeble germs of virtue nature had 
implanted within me. She it was who withdrew my 
youthful heart from its associating impurity ; and, by 
the power of sympathy, made it pant for the contem- 
plation of all that was sublime — thus, by love, changing 
the very nature of the lover. Never has the audacious 
and sharpened tooth of calumny dared to lacerate her 
spotless fame — not one hath presumed to breathe his 
censure either upon her actions, her words, or her looks ; 
whilst they who confound alike all that should excite 
respect, silently evince their veneration of her, by leav- 
ing her in peace. Is it marvellous that one so pure, 
ehould have awakened within me the desire of winning 
a fame bright as her own, whilst my youthful 
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Bought no other recompense, save her approval, who 
alone gave me pleaeure on earth ! And thou wouldst 
have me forget hei^— thou wouldat bid me love her less, 
who, in withdrawing me from a contact with the multi' 
tude, elected herself my guide in every undertaking — 
was the gentle spur to my sluggisli spirit — and fanned 
anew into flame my half-extinguished genius." 

Petrarca'a periods are soft and harmonious. In hia 
song of love, he created a number of poetie beauties to 
supply itfl deficiency in the varied charms with which 
the epic poem is more prodigal. To clothe in undying 
beauty the unvarying spirit of his verse, required a 
genius fruitful as his own — a fancy bright, ardent, rich 
in glowing images, and feelings thoroughly tinctured 
with the deep colourings of his own Platonic doctrines. 
It demanded all the exaltation of his passion — all the 
beauty and virtue of Laura, to create the delicacy of 
his absorbing sentiment ; in a word, it asked his magic 
pen alone, whose purity, appropriate apostrophe, and 
colloquial power, renders him the first of sonneteers. 
He ingeniously alternates the tender with the harsher 
verse — the vigorous with the simple style, and weaves 
them together with a grace at once studied and natural. 
The creator of a new metre, he gave another cadence — 



whilst his 



a new impetus to the language 

reflected from the fresh and varied tints of a bounteous 



unagery, 
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nature, stamped Lim the faithful and graceful artist. 
With a profound knowledge of the human heart, his 
sententious effusions reveal hia long and deep medita^ 
tion. But when Laura died, hia Ijto, which had only 
hitherto breathed forth the tenderest strains — sweet 
and consonant to mortal ear, suddenly awoke to a 
more vigorous, to a sublimer melody — it seemed to 
pursue that angel-spirit, in tones more harmonized to 
its ethereal essence. But if his song attained the 
sublime, in seeming to penetrate the oeleatial home of 
hia Laura ; — with what majesty does it break forth, 
displaying the master's varied power, in his address to 
his country ! — What anxiety to heal the wounds he 
liad BO long watched desolating his beauteous Italy ! — 
What enthusiastic desire to turn back the foreign swords, 
to save it from the rapacity of G-ennany, are evinced 
in his beautiful invocation of peace, beginning " Itaha 

Pctrarca seemed fully aware of the necessity of visit- 
ing other countries, to obtain a knowledge of their habits 
and customs, that, in contrasting them with his own, 
his enlarged perception might extract that which might 
prove advantageous to the legislation of his native land. 
Hence, though we cannot regard Petrarca as the tra- 
veller of the more distant regions, we may refer to him 
as the first example of those who have visited neigh- 
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bouring countries for the purpose of benefitting their 
own, Hia epistlea abound with the details of hia 
visits, and prove him to have been occupied in the 
study of tho literature, traditions, and government of 
the various cities where he had sojourned. The noble 
mind ever delights in suffering others to draw from its 
amassed treasures. A stranger to prejudice, Petrarea 
revolved in hia mind how he could effectually promote 
ths circulation of knowledge ; and to this end having 
collected a splendid library, ho presented it to the 
Venetians, with the proviso that it should be thrown 
open gratuitously to young etitdents. Thua alike en- 
couraging and diffusing literature, he became the oracle 
of Europe. Correspondents from every country deluged 
him with verses and addresses. France, Italy, Greece, 
Germany, England, equally consulted him, styling him 
the promoter of literature, and the arbitrator of leam- 
Succeeding ages may have boasted of having 

i attained a higher range of learning, of their vaat dis- 

I ooveries in art, of the wider dissemination of talent; 

f but the refined taste will ever delight to look back 
upon this pure dawn of re-awakoned literature ; and, 
whilst all men gratefully acknowledge the hand that 

I rescued the lore of antiquity from the oblivion of the 
dark agea, they must reverence the cradle which nursed 
) existence at once the poet, the scholar, and the 



SG 



LIFE OF FRANCESCO PETRAKCA. 



Christian — where knowledge was embellished by sim- 
plicity of habit, and habit in its turn was dignified by 
mental elevation. 

Few men, however distinguished, have combined- 
genius and virtue to a higher degree tlian Petrarca 5 
but perfection is not an earthly gem, therefore we 
ought not to suppose, that he, of like " glassy essence" 
with his fellow-beings, was wholly exempt from a par- 
ticipation in the human lot of error. If this be so ; 
and should I appear to have wilfully suppressed its 
record, I can offer in extenuation but this reflection : 
that the noblest object of a biographer is, to give 
immortality to virtue, and to awaken in the present age 
a fervent admiration and respect for the man, who, by 
his works, has shed an unquenched and unquenchable 
lustre upon that which has passed away. 



SONNETS, 



ETC. 
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SONETTO I. 



Vdi, eh' ascoltate in rime eparsG ii aubno 

Di qu^i eoBpiri, ond' io nudriva il ebre 

In 9ul mio prime giovenile errors, 

Quand' fera in parte altr' u&m da quel oh' i' suno ; 

Del vario atile, in ch' io piango e ragi6no 
Fra le vane eperanze, o ""l van doldre ; 
'-r Ove eia chi p^r prbva intfenda amure, 
Sp6ro trova pietS, non che perdono. ■ 

■^Ala bfen veggi 'ijr, si c6me a! popol tutto 
Fivola fui gran tfempo ; 6nde sijvinte 
Di me med^smo m^co n 



E del mio vaneggiar verg<jgna fe '1 frutto, 

E '1 pentirsi, e '1 condacer chiaram^nte, 

V Che quanto piace al mondo b Lrfeve sogno. 
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oil ye ! who list the echo of my sighs, 
Whoso voice my heart's fond aliment became, 
When wandering youth pursued its doubtful aim. 
And but ill part I hold my present guise ; 

My aong, which doth each varied style comprise, 
As hope, or vain ilespair awakoa its flame. 
May win your pity, if not pardon claim 
From all, who too havo mourned love's fatal prize. 

But well I know, if to the passing throng 
A problem long I dwelt, within my breast 
Too oft the pang of s hame would darkly gleam : 

And this, the fruit of ray fond, doting wrong. 
Repentant grief — while I this truth confest. 
That each fair earthly joy is but a dream ! 



iriMU, wrathful and calm. 
. 11. Xico mi ixiydguo. Tu the seiuiliTe mind Ihe aelCconvict 
flovercr CDndemnation tlian the ppoHUre of othera- 
i. E 'I perdirii. He means the repentant impulse ihu beet 



Per far una leggiadra sua vendetta, 

E punir in uii (0 ben mille off^se, 

Colatam^nte Amor Tareo riprdse, 

Cflm' u&m ch' a nbeer lubgo e tfempo asp^tta. 

Era la mia virtute al cbr ristr^tta. 
Per far ivi e negli bcchj sue dif^ae : 
Quando '1 cdlpo mortal la giil diacfeae, 
Ove solea epuntarai 6gni sa^tta. 

Perb tnrbata nel primifcro assalto 
Non bbbe tanfco n^ vigdr, n4. epasdo, 
Che pot^aae al bia^jgno prbnder ranne ; 

Ow^ro al pbggio faticfiao ed alto 

Ritrarmi accortam^nte dallo atrazio ; 

Del qual bggi vorrbbbo, e non pub aitarme. 
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1 vengeance of his foe, 
Anil thua to punish in a single day 
My oft offence, like him who tracks his prey 
With noiseless caution, Love assum'd liis bow ; 

Virtue, which in my eyes and heart should grow 
Alone, within the latter watchful lay ; 
When lo ! Tinyf'a ilj^f thro' the unguarded way 
My heart attaiu'd, which ne'er had felt a blow. 

My strickon Virtue atnnn'd by the aa§3Jjlt> i "^^ 

Too feeble to assume niy arm'd defence. 
Behold the hour had pasa'd when aid avaird ; 

From that defeat why did she not exalt 

My aoul to that bleet mount, whose recompcnao 

To win for me she now had gladly liail'd ? 
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SONETTO III. 



Era '1 giomo ch' s\ Sol ei scoloraro 
Per la pieta dol suo Fatt(ire i rai ; 
Quand' io fiii prbso, e non me ne guardai, 
Che i bfe' yhstf hcchj, di)nna, mi legaro. 

Tiimpo non mi par^a da far riparo 
Contr' a' ctJlpi d'Amdr : perb n'andai 
Sicur B(5nza aoapfetto : ^nde i mifei guai 
Nel conmne dol6r b 



Truv&mmi Amor del tutto disarm ato, 
Ed apbrta la via per gli bcchj al cbre, 
Olie di lagrime eon fatti uscio e varco. 

Perb, al mio par^r, non gU fu oi\6ve 

Ferir m^ di sai^tta in quello atato, 

E a voi armata non mostrar pur I'arco. 



S. T^po Twn mi panfn. Per e 

nbbii Hia a qui'Ili salc^nne e cars ri 
ID. Ed ajiMa. Que«ta pntva 1' 
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SONNET III. 



It was the day that Phtebua veilM his light 

in dread remembrance of a Maker's doom, 

Lady ! thine ejes did first my heart illume , Q- 

Their beauty then enchain'd my aching sight ; 

I deem'd not in that hour of mental night 
Love^fl-fl hafta would still pursue an earthly tomb, - 
The hour that nature moijm'd, woke too my gloom, 
Whilst I unconscious dwelt, secure in might, 

■l ^('^ liiaarm'd. Love found me then, whilst thro' my eyes 
■ He wing'd an easy passage to my heart, 

And forra'd the channel of griers_ebb and flo^v : ■ .": 

But, sure it seems me. Love dishonored lies 
Defenceless thus, to sheathe in me his daii. 
To argi thee tiiiitc, yet veil from we hia baw> 
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SONETTO IV. 



Qu^I ch' infinita provid^nzia ed arte 
Mostr^l ndl buo mirabit magistbro ; 
Olie crit) questo e qugU' altro emispfero, 
E manaufeto pid Gibve, che Marte ; 

Vfinfendo in tferra a illuminar le carte 
Ch' avean molt' anni gi^ celato il vt^ro 
Tblae Giovanni dalla rete, e Pi&ro 
E nel rCgno d^\ ci&I f^ee lor parte. 

Di sfe, nasc&ndo a Boma non fe' grazia, 
A Giud^a ^ ; tanto sovr' ogni stato 
Umiltate esaltar sfempre gli piacque ; 

Ed 6r di picciol b^rgo un sol n'lia dato 
Tal, che natura e '1 \hco si ringrazia, 
Onde si bblla dbnna al mdndo nacque. 



1. Quel. Gbiu Crklo, cho nell' opera tan (!« creszion M ninn^li 
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SONNET IV. 



The High Eternal, in whose works supreme 
The Master's vast creative powV bath spoke : 
At whose commaml each circling sphere awoke, 
Jove mildly rose, and Mara with fiercer beam : 

To earth he came, to ratify the scheme 
Reveal'd to us thro' prophecy's dark cloak, 
To sound redemption, speak man's fall'n yoke. 
He chose the humblest for that heav'nly theme. 

But he conferr'd not on imperial Rome 

His birth's renown ; he chose a lowher sky, — 

To stand, thro' him, the proudest spot on earth I 

And now doth shine within its humble home 
A star, that doth each other so outvie, 
That grateful nature hails its lovely birth. 



IS. Ed ir dipicciol Urfo. He mauu Liuica. and ulludei to her retired hi 
kt Gabriereft. The beau^ uf Uie rjunniae^ and tlis fint 1i!rEiDa of tHi hjtl 
I must be mj apology for ils IrADsIalinri, aa tlie pnel caoiiDl fail to be ceniured 
1 the profime ealliudasm he tlirows iulo tUe CiUma. 
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^1 SONETTO V. 




^^1 1^C0BRAGG19CE SE STEMl) A LASCUB l'aMOBE 




■ »...»..,.,„„.. 




^B Si traviato b '1 fblle mio desio 




^H A aeguitar costfei, ohe 'n fuga 6 vblta, 




^1 E de' liwjci d'Amor leggiSra e sciblta 




H Y<31a dinanzl al I^iito c6rrer mio ; 




^M Che quanto ricbiamando piii I'invio 




^H Per la secura strada, men m'asc6tta ; 




^H Ne mi valti spronarlo, o dargli volta ; 




^H CIi' ain<jr per ewi natura il fa reatlo, 




^1 E pbi ch'l fr^a per fbrza a se raccuglie, 


_ 


^1 lo mi rimango in Bignoria di lui, 
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^^ Che mal mio grado a mbrte me traspbrta 
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HB PERSUADES ElMSELF TO RENOUNCE HIS LOVE FOR LAI 

My tameless will doth recklessly pursue 
Her, who, unshackl'd by love's heavy chain, 
Fliea swiftly from its chase, whilst I in vain 
My fetter'd journey pantingly renew ; 

The safer track I offer to its view, 

But hopeless is my powV to restrain, 

It rides regardless of the spur or rein ; 

Love makes it scorn the hand that would subdue. 

The triumph won, the bridle all its own, 
Without one curb I stand within its pow'r, 
And my destruction helplessly presage : 

It guides me to that laurel^ ever known, f t*-*— ' 

To all who seek the heaUng-QLita_fl.awV, 
To aggravate the wound it should assuage. 



1. Si IratrialD — his will has qaitted the path of tdosoh. 

4. Vela dinana. She flics, in comparison with iis punuit, which it flopgwl 
Igr the cll^n of love hj Hhich lie is buund. 

A. Richiamaada—he ncah hia will from its deliriniD. 

7. Spronarla—be would restore his will to reason. 

8. Acitia meaiuhere diBobedieDce, The will urged od h; lore is oflen oppxed 

9. E p6i eft' t /rin. Ho continnes Ihe allegory a! lie tintameahle horse whieh 
Is nevk lo the gronnd that il may beeome master of die rein (reaHin]. 

■tk play upon the name of Laiuu. 
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La gi5!a, e '1 s6nno, e Tozidse piumo 
Hanno del mi>ndo ogni yirtil sbandita ; 
Ond' fe dal ctJrso euo quasi emarrita 
Nostra natura viota dal costume : 

Ed fe si epfento ogni benigno lume 
Diil cifel, per cui b' inf<5rnia umana vita, 
Che per cbaa niirabile a" addita 
Chi vuol far d'Elie<5na nascer fiume. 

Qual vaghi5zza di Ikuro ? qual di mirfce 

Povera e nuda vai, Filosofia, 

Dice la turba al vil guadagno int^aa. 

Pbchi compagni avrai per Taltra via : 
Tanto ti prfego pid, gentile spirto, 
Non laesar la magnknima tua impr^aa. 



1. OriuK piume — llnfingnrilag^ef i1 troppo luni^ riposo. 

fi, Ogtti benigno lujnr. Per bvnigna lamp intenili t'mipirasiune, Tes 
pIOTimo in core i seguBia della poena, drile socniE, ilelle Bitj bellE. 

6. Pit cvi I'infoma. InformarEBti qui per " prcnd(ire,iiMiiinore una 
F«traroa dice qai poedcameple cbe gV mJitidai che ban' lofioiatD da 
Qpere degne dell' ammirarJone dd pcHteri, tian' per cosi din laflcialo itai 
fbima HndbilB della lor <iUL 

19. Per VaUra v.a. Per qiulla Oe^ ahidlod, direiu dall* Tolgaie. 
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Man's helpless luxury, his slothful ease, 
Hath chased each virtue from this breathing world. 
And from her throne hath Nature rudely hurlM, 
To bow o'ereome at Custom's base decrees : 

Heaven's glowing spark few spirits care' to seize, 
To leave the tra«k where they life's stream have curl'd; 
Who dares the mound, to grasp its banner furl'd, 
Stands forth a mark from whom the worldling flees. 

Say what the laurel ? what the mjTtle''8 bloom ! 
Go, empty dreamer! — such their base-born cry, 
Where worldly profit is their only aim : 

To tread thy path alone may bo thy doom, 
Yet, gentle spirit, with my suit comply, 
Complete thy task, and win the road to fame. 



6. Ogni btnigno Isme. luspirntion. ' 

V^ 6. Per mi s'lfiforma. ^ Isrormate* men 
1 poeQCBn?, ILsI " die; who it Ilieir dea: 
f A)Wa to posterity, cast behind Ujem a taogibli 
Per failra via. Tlia palli o! litereture, 









Qdj. FstTBicli sajs, must 
TB workit TOTthj of bdiog huided 
! image of fliHr liBTing existed." 
nUcli Sem punued al ILsl period. 
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When Taurus in his house doth Phoebus keep, 
There pours bo bright a virtue from Lis crest '"■ i 
That Nature wakea, and stands in beauty drest, , l l 
The flow'ring meadows start with joy from sleep : ^l 

Nor they alone rejoice — earth's bosom deep 
(Tho' not one beam illumes her night of rest) 
Responsive smiles, and from her fruitful breast 
Gives forth her treasures for her sona to reap, c^ ' 

Thus she, who dwells amid her sex dl su^ ,•■,■' 

Shedding upon my soul her eyes' full light, '".,' ' 
Each thought creates, each deed, each word of lov& : ,,^ 



But tho' my heart's proud mast'ry she hath won, 

Alas ! within me dwells eternal night : 

My spirit ne'er Spring's genial breath doth prove. 



ID. C&ti coilei. She, Lanra, when she (ums ton-nrds him Ihe rnj-a a! her 
beaatiful vja. crcatea the thougtila Dad ideas which he allerwarda emboiUes 
in hu peeflui. But though she alternately Inok^ upou him itith pride tmd com. 
posaoo, wilh apprnbatiun or anger, his heart, ever Uie ptej of disqtdetndB, 
knoua not Uib calm and sereuily of usturoB spring. 





SONETTO VIII. 



G-loritSsa Gol^nna, in oui s 
Nbstra aperanza, e '1 gran niime Latiuo, 
Oh' aac^r non tbrse dal v6ro cammino 
L'ira di Giuve per veuiCaa, pibggia 

a. palazzi, non teatro, 6 l&ggia, 
Ma 'n \6r v6ee un abtte un faggio, un pino 
Tra Tferba vorde, e '1 Lfcl m6nte v 
Onde Bi sc^nde p 

Lfevan di tfeira al cifel nostr' int^llfetto : 
E 'I r(jsigiiubl che dolcemento all' timbra 
Tutte le nbtti si lami^nta e piagne, 

Camordsi p^nsiferi il cbr ne 'ng(imbra. 
Ma tanto bfen eol tr6nchi, e fai 'mp^rfBtto 
Tu, che da n6i, signtJr mio, ti acompagne. 



bene, che pocbi g^tiU 



J 



SONNET VIII. 



Glorious Colonna ! thou, the Latins" hope, 
The proufl supporter of our loj'ty name, 
Thou hold'st thy path of virtue still the same. 
Amid the thund'ringa of Rome's Jove — the Pope. 

Not here do human structures Interlope 
The fir to rival, or the pine-tree's claim, 
Tho soul may revel in poetic flame 
Upon yon mountain's green and gentle slope. 

And thus from earth to heaven the spirit soare,- 
Whilst Philomel her tale of woe repeats 
Amid the sympathising shades of night, 

Tlius thro' man's breast love's current sweetly ponre : 
Yet still thine absence half the joy defeats, — 
Alas ! my friend, why dim such radiant light ? 



i L'tta di Oiuce. By Jove, ho means Benedict Caielon tl'AgrBiii , nio, by 
Jus intrignes. mcceciW in obbdniDfi ilie Fnpal crnwn, End nhich he Dssnmeil 
under the tllla of Boniface \1II. UnniGice wbs b Gaptph, and bore an im. 
pUcahlo enniitj la Ihe Colonna family, yrho were Ohtbelioei. It is an apt com- 
psriun between the mf Ihological Thunderer and the Ihunileruig head of popiib 

8. On^e ti iciiide. Ttie Bull beaatr of the mountain's slope, vhich, nscendhig 
and dencending, inspires poeUeal tliought. 

13. Ma taolB t-n. Ailer liavii^ Mmmeraled CTery ebann Ibal nature can 
present In the eye, he marlts the yaJue of liis fricod'H Bociely, by declaring his 
abBcnee leoilers thai incomplele, whieli few would not pmclnim enUro and 



afE^T^ 



SONETTO IX. 



Quando fra Taltra d&nne ad 6ra ad ora 
Am*)r vi6n n^I bfel viso di coatfei ; 
Quanto ciascuna h m^n b^lla di liii, 
Tanto er(5sce 'I desio che m' innamyra, 

I' benedico il Ibco, e '1 tbmpo, g I'dra 
Che si alto miraron gli oochj miiii : 
E dico : Anima, assai ringraziar dbi, 
Che f<jBti a tanto onur degnata all()ra. 

Da Ifei ti vifen Tamorfiao pdnsifero, 

Che, mentre '1 aegui, al sttmmo Ben f invia, 

Pbeo prezzando quel, ch' ogni ubm desia. 

Da Ifei ti vifen ranimSaa leggiadrta 

Ch' al cifel ti sc&rge p^r dbstro eiJntiiiro ; 

St ch' i 'vil gia della speranza altSro. 



e. Da Ui li vUi Fanidroia pimiero, Intandi ma 1' 
I'smoc dflU virtil cbe Laurs gli iniipiiaT&, Aaviie chc e 
a DGCDpuii di Dio . - .a amor Lui clio i il soiamo iLei ben 



la il core e llntellelto 



SONNET IX. 



Whan Love, whose homo is on hor beauteous brow. 
Appears awhile amid the rival fair, 
The Diore I feel her charm beyond compare, 
The more exalted doth my pa,sei2n_gr'*w : 

I bless the hour when first my eyes dar'd throw 
Their glance aspiring on a form so rare, 
And bid my heart in gratitude to wear 
The honour which such favour doth bestow. 

She wakes, within, the thought of purest^ love 
Which from the creature rises to its God J, 

U nsullie d by the breath of mortal flame i ' 

Thro' her the s wings o f inspir ation move, 
Op'ning so bright a path from eartli's dull clod. 
That heaven's blest joys e'en now my soul doth claim. 



IS. DaHi ti vifn. This cmnmEiitBrj differs fmm ewij pimoni one o 
poet; It ia inteipreteil " poetiu ioi^diatioii" (nninumi leggiadrla). 

IS. CKaiciUliscirge. Hs rcprpaeala tlie undT-ofpoetrr ssimviiiiRexii 
in aa iniKKent yet beautUiil dieam — anil jouracying Id lieaTun bf a pstii si 
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SONETTO X. 




.ltO»T..««»... D. L„,. D,C. « P.,.,0„ C . 


""=■ 


lo mi rivblgo indibtro a. cioacun posso 




0(51 corpo Btanco, cli' a gran p^na pbrto ; 


_ 


E prbndo allur del vbstr' iiero c<jnfbrto, 


M 


Che '1 fa gir (Sltra, dicfendo : Oimfe laaso .' 


1 


P6i ripensando al dtilce bfen, ch' io lasso. 


1 


Al cammin lungo, ed al mio river ciSrto ; 


■ 


Fdmio le piante sbigottito e arabrt-o ; 


■ 


E gli bccbj in tbrra lagriuiando abbaaso. 


I 


TaliJr m'aasale in mbzzo a' trieti pianti 


V 


Un dubbio, erfme pbason qu<'ste mbmbra 




Dallo Hpirito lor viver lontane : 




Ma rispfindemi, Annir ! non ti rimbmbra 




Cho qu(;sto b p^ivil^gio degli amanti 




Scibiti da tutte qualitati mnane ? 
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I look behind each step I onward trace 

Scarce able to support my wearied frame, 

Ah wretched me ! I pantingly exclaim, 

And from her atmosphere new strength embrace ; 

I think on her I leave — ray heart's best grace — 
My IcngtheiisiLJQUEDey — life's capricious flame — 
I pause, in with'ring fejir, with purpose tame. 
Whilst down my cheek tears quick each other chase. 

My doubting heart thus questions in my grief: 
WhencG comes it that existence thou canat know 
When from thy spirit thou dost dwell entire I 

Love, holy love, my heart then answers brief: 

Such privilege I do on all bestow 

WJioJced my flame wit h no ug ht of ea rthly fire .' 



Oifnl loxu.' H« tijiu excla\ni3 ai lie loolia bchinil. and in (hat BUspilntioQ 
J iQbHiefl ogam the air Iditira breallieH. A HtraggeFcmceit^iinil in coiapatisoii V'itb '-^^ I 

I fliB gTBmleut uf thn ehinsa of Ihii annnct, il displajB (be rolotiTe pgiver of the 
[iant snil tbe dwarf. 



1-1. SciMi rfn Inlle, I-ive, in ils pnrilind essencfi. demanilsnotsoiniperarivBlyi 

Uie presence} of Uio object. Il becomes ilic love of n morlal for a beonlifui apirill 

I flnougli ils elevatiog Iho soul lo Ibo lore of its Creator. ' 



SONETTO XI. 



Quanto piit m'awicino al giomo ^atrfemo, 
Ote Tiunana mis^ria aubl far brfeve, 
Pii vi^ggio '1 tempo andar veloce e Ifeve, 
E '1 inio di lui sperar fallaco q eeemo, 

I 'dico a^ mifei p^nsifer : non rofilto andremo 
D'amor parlando omai ; che 'I duro grfeve 
TeiT(5iio incarco cfime fr^aca neve 
Si va struggfendo ; 6nde noi pace avr^mo. 

Perch^ con lui cadra quel la eperaiiza 
Che ne f^ vaneggiar si lungam^nte ; 
E 'I riso, e 'I pianto, e la paura, e I'ira. 

SI vodrem chiaro pbi, come Hovbnte 
Per le cbse dubbi*)se altri e'avanza ; 
E como BpiSaso indamo si sospira. 




PETRARCH. 69 



SONNET XI. 

HE CONSOLES HIMSELF UPON THE SPEEDY TERMINATION OF BIS 
GRIEF, AS HE THINKS HIS LIFE IS ADYANCINO TO ITS CLOSE. 

As I advance within Iife''s closing shade 
Which there reflects how brief is human woe, 
More rapid doth appear Time*'s certain flow, 
And Hope is stript of vision''s dazzling aid. 

I speak my thoughts. Ah! soon love'^s dream must fade, 
For as the earth imbibes the helpless snow, 
So woos she now this fleshly shrine below ; 
Yet peace is ours when Nature''s debt is paid. 

And with it too that hope must cancelPd lie. 
Which long the heart hath cheated with its smile. 
And joy shall cease — ^and anger, fear, and pain, &* 

Man then will own, with pure awakenM eye, 
x^ ^ An empty shadow doth life*'s path beguile. 
For which too oft he sighs and pants in vain. 



1. Al giomo estremo, che Vumana mUeria suol far hreve. The retrospect of 
a prolonged existence, with its few joy^ and many sorrows, seems in its close 
briefer than a dream. 

7. Terrdno incarco-^the body. 

9. Con lui — with the body in its dissolution. 
19. Pot— after death. 



SONETTO XII. 



S6Io e penstfao i pift d^eferti campi 
Vb misurando a pass! tardi e Ifenti ; 
E gli &cchj pbrto per fuggire intbnti 
Dtjve vestigio uman Tareiia starapi ; 

Altro schermo non tr&vo, cho mi scampi 
Dal manifesto aocbrger d^lle giinti : 
Perche negU atti d'allegr^zza spl5nti 
Di fubr si Ifegge com io dentro awampi. 

Si ch'io mi cr^do omai che mt^nti, e piagge, 
E fiumi, e e61ve sappian di che tfcmpre 
Sia la niia vita, ch' ^ cetlata altrili. 

Ma pur si aspre vie ne si selvagge 

Cercar non ab, ch' Amor non vbnga efempre 

Hagionando con m^co, ed io con lui. 
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SONNET XII. 



With ling'ring, nerveless step, al ona T ifif}t . ^' 
And trace the spot moat desert in the land, 
I mark each impress on the yielding sand, 
That ev'ry human footstep I may fly ; 

No other hope but solitude have I, 
Man's glance of strange enquiry to withstand, 
My spirit's light no more by joy ia fann'd, 
And now its with'i-ing flamo do all descry. 

And still alas ! too well do I believe 

That woods, and floods, and mountains may reveaV 

My life's sad talo, to her alone unknown : 

But wild aoe'er the journey I achieve, 
Love ever on my track doth closely steal. 
Whilst we a bleat communion fondly own. 






3, atiiUTundn. Other 
laiiTiglbe earth ; Imt nituran seenin (o rfhtte iDore to that pn}J 
tkOi fiQiag Uie Hml witli a vholmnrne but pleaem^ rai^ncaa. ana 
Dorselvn in the sHenne and solititile of (lie deteit, vthat \ 
bounlfaus hand of the Crealoc, nhn has ahte conseLTaled a 
Dinl£ creature!, anil nhicli the riiot of luan hoii not yet liolaleil. 



4. Veiligio. Tho impreM which fcolalpps leave or 

7. D'allegrrna ipcnii. A niMt pnoliral allurio 

a bonuDg light in the heart which comiDiimcalFS iU 



SONETTO XIII. 



S' io crcdessi per mbrte eaaer scarco 
Del piSiisiSr amoroso cho m'att&rra ; 
Con le mie mani arrfei gi& p6sto in tfeira 
Qu^ate m&mbra nojosej e quelle incarco ; 

Ma perch' io Wmo, (she ear^bbe un varco 
Di pionto in pianto, e d'una in altra gu^rra : 
Di qua dal paaao ane6r, cho mi si s&ira, 
M&zzo rimango, laaso, e mbzzo il varco. 

T&mpo bbn f&ra onaJli d'avere spinto 
L'iiltltno stral la dispietata cbrda, 
Noir altnii sangiie giit bagnato e tinto : 

Ed io ne prbgo Ami5re e qu^lla afirda, 
Clie mi lascib de' suM collar dipinto 
E di chiaraarmi a b6 non le ricbrda. 



t. Un ['area ill piaaio in pianto. Va puaBgglo da tm Diule (ilulle ■Tentora 
i)l41s TiU], a un p^glor tnal?, aUe peoe loiuicciiilB a] niicida DelliTiU falura. 

T. Puao. PsBO K nm inteu pel moite, Is quale c figqrata paim> aQ' aim 
TitB, paBEO <:lie la tcmeuza iltl folaro gastigo g!i Berra, cou che laoima sua 
lunan divisa ha tl volore e U uon to1» cammEtleni i) mkidia. 

10. Ccrrfa. Preude lu curds per Varco della morts deciders chc morte Io 
eclRa. 

12. S»nia— sempre parlundo della mgrle. 



PETRARCH. 



SONNET Xni. 



Oh ! had I deem'd that death had freed my bouI 
From Love's torme ntin g, overwhelming thought, 
To crush its a'^hing burthen I had sought, 
My wearied life had hastea'd to it« goal ; 

My shiv'ring bark yet feared another shonl, 

To find one tempest with another bought, 

Thus pois'd 'twixt earth and heav'n I dwell aa naught, 

Not daring to assume my life's control. 

But sure 'tis time that death's relentless bow. 
Had wing'd that fatal arrow to my hei^, 
So often bath'd in life's dark crimson tide : 

But tho' I crave he would this boon bestow, 
He to my cheek his impress doth impart. 
And yet o'erlooka me in her fearful stride. 



7. PasKi taema death— n step to aonllicr lirn— a step n-hicb b feai of tlis 
RiturE chedu. Thus tha soul lit iliTided betweeo tlie iriah and the fenr ot 

ID. Corda stunds here fur ai-CB, Uie baw of dealli, Kfakh be 
levelled at hmiself. 

13. Sorda — still speakiDg of death. 

IS. Ik- Hit,! widr. ThE aah; hue of hfs check is that of deaUi. 



J 



SONETTO XIV. 



II mio avversario, in cni v4d6T solute 
Gli bechj vbstri, ch' Aindre e '1 eifel onfira ; 
Con le non sue bell^zze v'innami5ra, 
Piu ch 'n guiea mortal soa,vi e libto. 

Per consiglio di lui, Dbnna, ra'aviSte 
Scacciato del mio d6\ce alb&rgo fbra 
ftfisero eailio ! avvegnach' io ntJn fbra 
D"abitar degno, 6ve v6i s6\a, aifete. 

Ma s'io v' fera cfin ealdi chibvi fisso, 
Non dovea spfecchio farvi per mio danno, 
A Voi stesBa piacfendo, aspra e sup&rba. 

Oferto ee vi rimfembra di Narcisso, 
Qu^sto e quel cdrso ad un tfcrmino vanno ; 
Buncb^ di si bfcl fior sia indegna Itirba, 



a. CK a 

ciBUli bell 

3. Non I 



sss 



PETRARCH, 65 

SONNET XIV. 

HE INVEIGHS AGAINST LAURa's MIRROR, FOR IN BEHOLDING HER OWN 

REFLECTION, SHE BECOMES ENAMOURED OF HERSELF. PETRARCH 

INGENIOUSLY ENDEAVOURS TO REMOVE THE IMPRESSION, 

BY WARNING HER OF THE FATE OF NARCISSUS . _ ,w,^.<*>^ V 

My mirror\i foe reflects, alas ! so fair 
Those eyes which Heaven and Love have honourM too ! 
Yet not his chaims thou dost enamoured view, 
But all thine own, and they beyond compare : 

Oh lady ! thou hast chas'd me at its prayer 
From thy heart's throne, where I so fondly grew ; 
Oh wretched exile ! tho' too well I knew 
A reign with thee I were unfit to share. 

But were I ever fix'd thy bosom's mate, 
A flattering mirror should not me supplant, 
And make thee scorn me in thy self-delight ; 

Thou surely must recal Narcissus' fate. 

But if like him thy doom should thee enchant, 

What mead were worthy of a flower so bright ? 



2. Ch' amore e 7 del onora. Heaven did honour to her eyes by making them 
so beautiful, and Love now honours them by making them his dwelling-place. 

8. Non sue helezza. It is not the mirror's beauty- that Laura views, but 
her own. 

6. Del mio dolce albergo. Laura's heart, where he hoped he reigned. 

8. D'abitar degno. Still her heart 
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SOKETTO XV. 



L'bro, e le p^rle, e i fi*5r vermigli, e i bianclii, 
Che '1 vfemo dovria far languid! e s^cchi, 
S6n per m6 a«ferbi e velijntfsi sti^cchi, 
Cli' io prbvo p& lo p&tto, e p6r li fianchi. _ 

Perb i dl mifei fien lagrimdsi e manchi : 
Che gran dubl rade vblte avvifen cir 'u vfecchi : 
Ma piil ne 'nc^jlpo i micidiali ep&cchi 
Che \\ vagheggiar voi etessa av6ti etanchi. 

Qudsti piSsor ail&nzio at aign*3r mio 
Cbo pi^r rad vi pregava ; ond' €i ai tacque 
) in voi finir vbatro dealo : 



Qu^sti fur fabbricati s6pra. I'acque 
D'abieso, e tint! uell' etbmo oblJo ; 
Onde '1 princjpio di mia mbrte nacque, 



IS. NM flinu) Mio, mie % .^c. Sri:. ADcbe qal iliffi^risco dn lalli i miei 
redeceaSQli ; e intfndo cbe qupgli ipcFclii furou Unti nell' abblio dells Tita 
nna. Laura, con ooDleiDplarvi sua bellczEa diinentica qtuinlu il buUo cinle 1 



SONNET XV. 



Thoao gpldeh tresBes, teeth of pearly white, • ] 
Those cheeks' fairiipsBb Llooming to decay 
Do in their beauty to my soul convey 
The poiaon'd arrows from my aching sight. 

Thus sad and briefly must my days take Sight, 
For life with woe not long on earth will stay ; 
But more I blame that miner's flatt'ring sway, 
Which thou hast wearied with thy aolf-delight. 

Its power my bosom's sovereign too hath still'd, 
Who pray'd thee in my suHr—now Jie ie mute, 
Since thou art captur'd by thyself alone : 

Death's seeds it hath within my heart inatill'd, 
For Lethe's stream its form doth constitute, 
And makes thee lose each image but thine own. 



1. L'Ara,i h pMt. Tbe hair, teeth, aod cumpleiioa. 

S. Cht 'I v^mo. Age, wbich viQ destroj' them. 

B. Sig»6r mia— Lora. 
' 18. NilV HiTBO oblio, onds 1, ^c. tc Dnlike other commentaries, obtio ia here 
iDleipiBted the ohliyioo of fulurily. Laura, in conleoiphiting her beauty, is 
made to £>rgGlita eraiiDscence, and from lhi« Aprioga Fetnrch'a mental death. 



PETBARCA. 



SONETTO XVI. 



B4a4d6tto eia ^1 gi6mo, e '1 m^Be, e ranno, 

E la stagione, e 'I tbmpo, e I'ora, o '1 punto, 
E ''1 bfel pa^se, e '] Ibco, ov' io fui giunto 
Da duo bfegli bcchj, che legato m' hanno : 

E ben^detto il primo dylce affanno. 
Oh' i' febbi ad feeser con amor congiunto : 
E Tarco, e le aa^tte, oad' i 'fui punto ; 
E le piagbe, cb' infin al cor mi vaimo. 

B^n^d^tte le vi5ei tante ch' io 

Cbiamando il D()me di mia dbnna bo aparte ; 

E i soapiri, e le lagrime, e '1 dealo : 

E b^n^d^ttc sian tutte le carte, 

Ov' io fama le acquisto ; e '1 p^nsifer mio, 

Ch' 6 sol di Ifei, st ch' altra non v' ha parte. 




SONNET XVI. 



HE RECOONTS 



O h bleas etl be the day, the month, the year, 
The seaaon's sky, the moment, and the hour, 
The beauteous clime, the spot where firat the power 
Of two bright eyea enchain'd mo in their sphere : 

And blest the grief that woke the welcome tear. 
When love first hail'd mo to his witching bower, 
The wound too soon I own'd my heart's fond dower. 
The arrow that coidd thus my boaom sear. 

Blest too those oft inflections of my voice 
Whose Bounds compose the name of her I love ; 
My hopes, my tears, my sighs, be ye too blest ; 

Mysongswhose fame proclaims my heart's aweet choice, 
Blest be my thoughts whose fond devotion prove 
Her only image is their hallow'd guest. 



PettBTch does not 



tBl«n(a, and grateful for tLeir being bi 



SONETTO XVII. 



Padre d^l eifel, dopo i perduti giorni, 
Dopo le nJitti vaneggiando spesu 
C6n c]u6\ fiJro desio, ch' al cbr a'acc^se, 
Mirando gli atti per mio mal bi adiirni ; 

Piftcciati omiii col tuo lume, ch' io torni 
Ad altra vita, ed a piu bi>lla impreae ; 
St ch' avfendo le r^ti indarno t^se 
II mio dure awersario se no ec6rni. 

Or vblge, signer mio, Tundfecimo anno, 
Ch' i' fui sommeaao, al dispietato giogo, 
Che siipra i piil sdggfetti i> piii fordee. 

Miaerfere del mio non degno afFanno : 
Eiduci i penaifer vaghi a miglior luogo : 
Raramunta I6r, oora'' bggi ftisti in crijoe. 



I. Nod A.niore, il deinon;i>. 
II. ChiiifTa ipia i^sgilli, ^-e. ^. Vi son mdite iaaae ebs ci 

IS. Vaglii, Sts qui per (rmnf 1. 



SONNET XVII. 



Oh thou, Heaven's father ! tho' my daya are gone, I *^ 
My nights conaum'd in yielding to thejBmiJ^ 
Her fatal beauty kiniUM in my frame. 
The day her light upon my spirit shone ; 

My soul illumine, that it soon may oivn 

A new exist^snce, and a nobler aim, 

And m that foe awake the blush of shame. 

Who hath hie suare around me vainly thrown. 

Eleven circling years have o'er me roll'd 
Since first I bow'd eubmissivo to a yoke 
Most galling to theCgl^^the most resign'd : 

This grief unworthy of myself behold ! 

Let holier dreams my wand'ring thoughts invoke. ^ 

Lord ! of thy sacrifice ray soul remind ! 



& AamrtariD. The Sac hcri 

11. Che lapra i piii siggitti, ^ 

■ la tni AraHa : Bpealdng of tiai. 

I .-Hie pnel doa not btrc mucli ex 
.. FapAi ilands here IbiKB 
I b) iin BRrtUy oljecL 
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SONETTO XVIII. ^M 


..ODA .L P,TTO.E CH. OU m-.N.SE ..A ...A DONNA. " 


Per mirar Poliolfeto a prbva fiso 


C6n gli altri, ch' febber faraa di quijir arte, 


Miir anni non vedrian la iiiin<)r parte 


Delia belta, che m' havo il cbr conquiso. 


Ma ctJrto il mio Sini<5n fu in paradiso, 


Onde qu^sta gentil dbnna si parte : 


Ivi la vide, e la ritraase in carte, 


Per far f^de qui giil d.5l suo bd viae. 


L'bpra fu bbn di quelle che nel cifclo, 


Si p&nno imaginar, non qui fra n6i, ^H 


Ove le mbmbra fanno air alma \6\o. ^H 


Cortesia f4 ; n4 la pot^a far pbi j ^M 


Gbe fu diec^so a provar caldo e g^lo i ^H 


E m mortal sentiron gli bcchj subi. ' ^^ 




dcgU manti c iessa toW che nieUc la penona amata di dotl calnili, le qiuUi ni ^H 






la. CarlHia fi. Int™ai pa corlfna tallo qori the v' i .U noijile, dalfganto H 


a di bcUa in un corpo olio na il UbemacblD dens pifi unia virKi. ^M 



SONNET XVIII. 



Had Polyclotus in proud rivalry 

On her his model gaz'd a thousand years, , 

Not half the beauty to my soul appears. 

In fatal conquest, e'er could he descry. 

But, Simon, thou wast then in Heav'n'a blest sky, 
Ere she, my fair one, left her native epheres, 

To trace a loveliness this world reveres 
Was thus thy task, from Heav'n'a reality. 

Yes — thine the portrait Heav'n alono could wake, 
Thia clime, nor earth, such beauty could conceive. 
Where droops the spirit 'neath its earthly shrine : 

The ^uDs -reflfictad-graee was thine to take. 
Which not on earth thy painting could achieve, 
Where mortal limits all the powers confine. 



8. Nsn cedriaa h n<in6 
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SONETTO XIX. 



lo a6a si stance sutto '1 faecio antico 
Delle mie ciilpe, e dell' oaanza ria ; 
Ch' i' t^mo f brte di manear tra via, 
E di cadere in man del mio nemico. 

Bfen valine a dilivranai un grand' amico 
Pir aomma ed ineffabil cortesia ; 
P&i v61b fubr della vedilta mia 
St ch' a mirarlo indarno maffatico ; 

Ma la sua v6ce ancor qua giii rtmbumba : 
voi che travagliafce, fecco '1 camnuno : 
Venite a me, ee '1 paaso altri ii6n sferra. 

Qual grazia, qual amflre, o qua! destine 
Mi dora penne in guisa di col^mba^ 
Ch' i' mi ripoai, e l&vimi da terra ? 



fi. Ua grand' amieo, Geail Criato, 

1 1, Sf '( pfuiD aliri. Per aUri iuteodl ii suudo. 

14, £ liiiini da lirra, EgiiqiiiDDndomiuidadisawr ialtadaqDntomaDda: 
ma beru^ clic i auoi penaLeri, e gli ofltitti sarti ilialai^oati dal mondo s'lnnalaiao 
al oibIii, ■ alls conlempUziinie bulla del Dio auo che i lu sola felicity vera e 
dunibUe quaggid. 



SONNET XIX. 



Alae l tho burthea of my sinful woe 
And doubtful course, doth so oppress my soul, 
I tremble, ere I reach my life's dread goal, 
I may succiunb to hiiu, my spirit's foe. 

The best of friends might well on me bestow 
That succour, shed from hia supreme control, 
But He from poor mortality hath stole. 
And man in vain dotli seek for Him below. 

In echoing thunders still doth he proclaim : 

" Come ye to me, who 'neath life's burthen mourn. 

No baser chain let your approach oppose." 

Oh that his grace, my love, election's claim. 

Would, like the dove, my soul with wings adorn, 

That I from earth might_flee, and find repc^ ! A*** ^wO 

Z '^T 



. Bj ailri he fnesDs Iho wnrU. 

m. Petnucli hen Beonn to infei Ihs dDctrina of Ihe elect. 
,imih. but that bi^ thot^LCn, disetigiLgcd. fnnn this w»ld, 
ODtemplatiDn uf his CteatoT) fhe lonl'aoriljpeTfeotjaf- 
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PETBARCA. 

SONETTO XX. 



> PETBAtICA LA 4fe« 



I 



Erano i oap6i d'bro all' aura eparsi 
Che 'n mille d^lci nbdi gli aw^Ig^a ; 
E '1 vago lume (>ltra miaura ard6a 
Di qu(5i bfegli bcchj, ch' 6t ne edn si scam ; 

E '1 viso di piet<>8i coWr farsi, 
Non ab se v^ro, ofalso, mi par^a : 
I', che r^sca amor^ea al pfetto av^a, 
Qual m^raviglia se di sinhif arsi ! 

N(>ii fera Tandar buo cftea mortale, 
Ma d'aogSliea forma ; e le parblo 
Sonkvan altro cho pur \6co umana. 

Uno spirto c^Ifeste, un vivo s61b 

Fu qu^l ch' i' vidi : e ee n6n fdsse 6r tale ; 

Piaga por allentar d'arco non sana. 



e. Fabo. lalt 

11. Fiaga per al 

e dells bcU^zzB hi 



. uel fior di 



cbU ed ha SMo Va&aa s 



le— eras non Hale. 

[li anni e-pei \o Boanite ieOa bellezza, no 
SB che rallebtnr deU' nrcDj dopa chfl la fbi 
), Dim Baoa la briU >UIa beta del dardo. 



PETRAECH, 

SONNET XX. M. 



The playful swghyrs, in their wanton sport, 
Fantastic hung upon each golde n tresa : 
Her ^^a — but now how quench'd their loveliness — 
Then beam'd a li^t that did the heajUiranflport : 

Her oheek soft pity's tint did faintly court, 
She seem'd a vision tho' in mortal dress, 
What marvel that my bosom's magnet press 
To that charm'd point which can its power extort. 

Her step bespoke an angel's form and grace, 

Her voice another hanuony awoko 

Than that which springs alone from mortal sound : 

I saw tho child of Heav'^n's ethereal space, 

And tho' no more a spirit I invoke, 

The slacken'd bow heals not the arrow's wound. 



SONETTO XXI. 



La bfella dbnna che cotanto amayi, 
Subitamente s'u da n(ji partita ; 
E, p6r qu6l ch' io nfi spferi, al cifel salita ; 
ffi filron gli atti subi d<51ci e eoavi. 

Tfempo & da ricovrare ambe le chiavi 

Del tuo cbr, ch' 6lla posaediSva in vita ; 
E seguir lei per via dritta e apedita : 
P^ao terren non eia piil che t'aggravi. 

Pbi che se 'egfjmbro della maggiur salma, 
L'altre pucii giuBO agevolmente ptJrre, 
Salfcndo quaai un pellegrino scaroo. 



Bfen vedi omai, siccume a mftrte ctJrre 
Ogni cbsa creata, o quanto ail' alma 
Bis^gna ir lifeve al perigliiSso varco. 



□ piii Inr dipendere da oggeUo 



la d aard cos& hale il ilistaci 
facilitil a tfolni she □on ha all 



PETRARCH. ^ 

SONNET XXI. 



The beauteous lady thou didst love so well 
Too soon hath from our regions wing'd her flight. 
To find I ween a homo ''mid realms of light ; 
So muoh in virtue did she here excel. 

Thy heart's twin key of joy and woe can dwell 
No more with her — then re-assume thy might, 
Pursue her by the path most swift and right, 
Nor let aught earthly stay theu by its spell. 

Thus from tliy heaviest burthen being freed, 
Each other thou canst easier dispel, 
And an unfreighted pilgrim seek thy sky ; 

Too well, thou aeest, how much the eoul hath need, 
(Ere yet it tempt the shadowy vale) to quell 
Each earthly hope, since all that lives must die. 



&. TVnpo ^ da Hcvrffrrf . Ha tells him it ■■ time t1mt hia jn^ nod acirrow 

dujold ceaae to dopend upon on eorLblj- aliject ; und to becDme itii own maater. 

8, Pirn Wrrcn min <in, ^c. ^t. He warns him lo east oil' cyerj- eartblj 

hding, which, wtinLing ajran the wul, preveola ila flight (o (hat heaien into 

wbidh the ^rit of hvr be loyed is praying admlUance. 

B. Delia mtggior talma. Deprived of the atrongesl Vie that could attach him 
to euth— the being of his loie— fetrarch tells him ho will find it on euEier 
to diaengaftc himself from lusa duar nasocialioiis, and he will ptinile bis 
I .journejf lo hraveu like one who Lna uo burtheu tu carrj-. 



PETEARCA. 




Ah bMIa libertii, c6nie tii m'hai 
Partfendoti da tn^ moBtrato, quale 
Era '1 raio stato, quando M primo atrale 
F^ce la piaga, ond' io non guarrb mai ! 

OH ftcehj invaghiro allor ai de' Idr quai, 
•i Cho '1 fren d(ill a ragione ivi non vale ; 
PercV hanno a sehifo ogni bpera mortale : 
Laeao I cosl da prima gli awezz&i, 

N6 mi \4ce ascoUar chi nun ragifina 
D^lla mia mbrte ; che b61 del suo n<5mo 
Vb ^mpibndo Taere, che a^ dulce au&na, 

Ani6r in altra parte non mi sprfina ; 

No i piB Banno altra via, no la man, c6me 

Lodar so pbsaa in carte altra perafina. 



ci»il impotlibile il for parala con 



SONNET XXII. 



Alas, sweet liberty ! in speeding hence, ( 

Too well didst thou reveal unto my heart 
Its careless joy, ere Love ensheath'd his dart. 
Of whose dread wound I ne'er can lose the sense. 

My eyes enamour'd of their grief intense, 
Did in that hour from Hsaggjj26_bridle_9i6rt, 
Thus used to woe, they have no wish to part ; 
Each other mortal work is an offence. 

No other theme will now my soul content 

Than she who plants my death, with whose blest name 

I make the air resound in echoes sweet : 

Love spurs me to her as his only bent, 

My hand can trace nought other but her fame, 

No other spot attracts my willing feet. 



m Jroni i^eir lored object of attroctio 
' 9. Ni mi Urn aicoUar. ^c. ^-c. He fioda it 
ta vlia doBa not mulie Laim his theme. 



SONETTO XXIII. 



Lasso ! bfen ab clie dolorose prfede 

Di n6i fa qu^lla, ch' a null' u&m perd(jna ; 

E che rapidamente n'abbaiidona 

II m6ndo, e plcciol tfempo ne ti&n f^de. 

V^ggio a mtilto languir pbca mercedo ; 
E giii rilltimo dl nel cor mi tubna : 
Per tutto (^uesto Amor non mi eprigiona ; 
Ohe Tusato tribute agli bcchj chifede. 

Sb como i dl, cume i moment! e Tore, 

Ne pbrtan gli anni ; e non ric4vo inganno, 

Ma fbrza aeaai maggior che d'arti maghe. 

La vbglia e la ragi<3n combattuf hanno 
Sbtte e sfett' anni, e vincera il migliore : 
S'^nime ai3n qua, giil dol b&n p 



e ad uon OBtante^ mi atteogo ol monda b 
:a iireuitibile. 



SONNET XXIII. 



Alas ! I know dea^ makes us all his prey. 
Nor aught of mercy shows to deetin'd Man ; 
How Bwift the world complotea its circling span. 
And faithless Time soon speeds him on his way. 

My heart repeats the blast of earth's last day. 
Yet for its grief no recompense can scan, 
Love holds me still beneath its cruel ban, 
And still my eyes their usual tribute pay. 

My watchful senses mark how on their wing 
The circling years transport their fleeter kin. 
And still I bow enslaved as by a spell : 

For fourteen years did reason proudly fling 

Defiance at my tameless will, to win 

A triumph blesfc, if Man can good foretell. 



n fide. Tims b bitfahl bat Tor a brief spuei 



11. ISa fArza msai mi. 
I 'Ih hHohIiI take, and jet h* 
T w flKHigh by the power ol 



•64t PETRARCA, 

SONETTO XXIV. 



L'aspettata virtil, ch'c v<3i fioriva, 
Quando Am6r comincib darvi battaglia ; 
ProdilcG or frutto, clie qu61 fi<jre agguaglia, 
E clie mia Bp&me fa venire a riva. 

Perb mi dice '1 cbr, ch' io in carte scriva 
Cbsa, 6nde '1 vbstro nume in prfegio saglia : 
Che 'n nulla parte si aaldo a'intaglia, 
Per far di marmo una peraona viva. 

Cred6te \6i, che C^sare, d MarcfeUo, 
Pilolo, od Afrioan fosain cotali 
Per ineilde giammki n^ per martbllo ! 

Pandblfo mio ! quest' bpere sijn frali 

A lungo andar ; ma "I nbatro atudio fe quSllo, 

Che f^ p6r faraa gli ubmioi immortali. 



4. E che fnin tpevif, ^c. Spc. Adempb le niie Aperuizo. 

7. 5i mida iintaglitt.per far, /^c. Ifc. L'ordine e il segnenle. Impercioccl 
mm Blulaglia io uissuna parle del marmg n aalclHmenla (cosi durabilmenl 
Eoms ponendo in iscritlo le azioni dd grandij, per (ore viva uoa persona— p 

IS. QaM' open. L'opeK dell' ineade e del marlello, cio^ le statue di linmi 
e di marmo. 
13. n naitro iltidio. OH scriUi di noi allii poeli. 



SONNET XXIV. 



Sweet virtue's blossom had its promise shed 
Within thy breast, (when Love became thy foe :) 
Fair as the flower, now its fruit doth glow. 
And not by visions hath my hope been fed. 

To hail thee thus, I by my heart am led, 
That by my pen thy name renown should know, 
No marble can the lagging fame bestow 1 
Like that by poets' characters is spread. ] 

Dost think Marcellus, or proud Cajsar's name. 

Or AfricanuB, Paulus — still resound, 

That sculptors proud have efSgied their deed I 

No, Pandolph, frail the statuary's fame, 
For immortalijy alone is found T, 
Within tEerecords of a poefs meed,; 



i ehe mia ip^iu. ^e. ^a. Psndolph bad fulfillEd Fetr 



t. Qui^il' ipere. The 
IS. JI itiOre itwiia. Pi 



M 



PETRARCA. 



SONETTO XXV. 



Sennuccio, i' vb' che eappi in qual mani^ra 
Trattato sfino, e qual ^ita fe la mia, 
Ardomi e Btniggo ancor, c6m' io solla : 
L&ura mi v&lve ; e son pur quel ch' i m'fera, 

Qui tutta umye, e qui la vidi altfera ; 
Or aspra, 6t piana, 6v dispietata, 6t pia ; 
Or vestirsi onestate, <5r leggiadria ; 
Or manau^ta, or disdtjgnosa e ffera. 

Qui cantb dolcemente ; e qui s'assise ; 
Qui si rivblse ; e qui rattenne il passo : 
Qui co'' bSgli bcclij mi trafisse il cbre ; 

Qui diase una parbla ; e qui sorrise ; 

Qui cangib Tviao, la qugsti pensifer laeao, 

Nbtte e di tifemmi il signjir nbstro Am6re. 



SONNET XXV. 



Ala^ Sennuccio ! ^ould thy mind couldat frame 
What now I suffer ! what my lifti's drear reign ! 
Coneum'd beneath my heart's contin ued pain . 
At will she guides me — yet am I the same. 

Now humble— then doth pride her eoul inflameTl 
Now harsh — then gentle — cruel — ^kind again— [ j^ 
Now all reserve — then home on frolic's vein — \ 
Disdain alternates with a milder claim. 

Here once she sat, and there so sweetly aang ; 
Hero tnrn'd to look on me, and Hng'ring stood ; 
There first her beauteous eyes my spirit stole : 

And here she smil'd, and there her accents rang. 
Her speaking face here told another mood. 
Thus Love our sov'reign holds me in control. 



whilst, DDttillliBtiiiiding ber cajirice, his acniioieiit lor hcria naiJtiTed, 

13. Qui cangiil ti'm. Hj Ihis pxpro&^ina, fallowing iuimediatelj "i 
urrise," the poel iafett Ihut Laura w,.s occoaioD&tlj displeased with him. 



SONETTO XXVI. 



\ 



Aiii6r, Fortuna, e la mia m^nte achiva 
Di qu^l cliG vede, e n6\ passato vblta, 
M'affDggon si, ch' io pbrto alcuna vblta 
Invidiu a quei, che s6n suW altra riva. 

Amor mi strugge '1 cbr ; Fortuna il priva 
Cogai c6nf(>rto : 6nie la mt^ute stolta 
S'adira, e piagne ; e oosl ia piSna molta 
Sfenipre convifen che combat tfendo viva. 

N6 spfero i di51ci di tornino indifetro ; 

Ma pur di malo in pfcggio qu6l ch' avanza : 

E di mio c6tso ho gia paesato il mfezzo. 

Lasso '. non di diamante, ma d''un v6tro 
V^ggio di man cad^nni dgni speranza : 
E tutti miei p^nsi&r rdmper n^l mi5zzo. 



>e Kfde, ic. ic. Cbc ba i 



M rh>a. Ndl' ilIrD oWDdo. 




SONNET XXVI. 



Love, Fortune, and my ever faithful mind, 
Which loathes the present in its mem'ried past, 
So wound my apirit, that on all I cast 
An envied thought who rest in darkness find. 

My licart Love prostrates. Fortune more unkind 
No comfort grants, until its sorrow vast 
Impotent freta, then melta to tears at last : 
Thus I to painful warfare am conaign'd. 

My halcyon days I hope not to return, 
But paint my future by a darker tint ; 
My sgringMs gone— my summer well-nigh fled : 

Ah wretched me ! too well do I discern 
Each hope is now (unlike the diamond flint) 
A fragile mirror, with its fragments shed. 



lis mind ii DUGiipied dIod 
4. SmIT aUra riva. In the gnje. 
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CANZONE. 

PIAQNS LE RUINE CHE PREVEDEVA d'iTAL[A PER LA DISUNIONE 

DE' SUOI PRINCIPI, I QUALI EI CONFORTA A NON 

XSTAR SOGOETTI AI BARBARI. 



Italia mia ; benche 1 parlar sia indamo 

AUe piaghe mortali, 

Che n^l bbl cbrpo tuo si sp^sse v^ggio ; 

Pikcemi alm^n che i mi^i sospir fien, quali 

Spera U Tevero, e T Ar no, 

E '1 Pb, ddve doglidso e grave 6r sfeggio. 

Rettdr d^l cifel ! io chibggio, 

Che la pieta che ti condusse in tferra, 

Ti vblga al tuo dilfetto almo pa^se. 

V^di, Signer cort^se, 

Di che li^vi cagidn che crudfel guferra i 

E i cbr ch' indura e sbrra 

Marte supbrbo e fbro, 

Apri tu Padre, 4 'ntenerisci, e snbda. 

Ivi fa'' che '1 tuo v^ro 

(Qual io mi sia) per la mia lingua s"* bda. 



6. E 7 Poydove doglioso, S^c. S^c. 11 poeta in quel tempo si trovota a Panna. 
11. Di chi lievi cagion. Per la laziooe de* Guelfi e Ghibellini, 
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CANZONE. 



HE MOURNS THE DESOLATION WHICH HE FORESEES WILL BE THE 
DESTINY OF ITALY FROM THE DISUNION OF ALL ITS RULERS, 
WHOM HE CONJURES NOT TO SUFFER THEMSELVES TO 
BECOME THE PREY OF BARBARIANS. 



Ohd^taly^ altho** my voice may fail 

To heal the wounds thy beauteous form assail, 

I joy to speak my sympathetic woe 

With ye the Tiber, Arno, and the Po, 

Upon whose shores I now in sadness dwell. 

And trace the grief which doth my bosom swell. 

Oh thou, Heaven'*s ruler ! hearken to my prayer, 

And let that pity which once made Thee share 

Our mortal tenement,/ again expand 

In blessings on thy own — t hy cherished l and. 

Behold, oh Father ! from how light a thing 

This warfare long and direful doth spring : 

Oh! where relentless Mars hath steePd the heart, 

Do thou thy soothing influence impart, 

Awake its kindlier flow ; tho' humble, still 

Make me thy instrument to speak thy will. 



6. E 'I Pd, dove doglioio^ S^c. 8i;c. Petrarch was tlieu resident in Pai-jna. 
11. Di che lievi cagiun. He dates the faction of the Guelphs and Ghil>t;liues 
ns the origin of Italy's calamities. 



» PETRAHCA. 

Voi, cui Fortuna ha p<5ato in mano il freno 

Delle bfeUe eontrade, 

Di che nulla piet^ par che vi stringa ; 

Che fan' qui tante pellegrine spade J 

Perch^ '1 verde terreno 

Del barbilrico eangue ei dipinga i 

Vano eiT(5r vi lusinga : 

Pboo vedete, e parvi veder mfilto : 

Ch' n cbr venule Amor cercate, 6 Kde. 

Qual pill gfenfce poasifede, 

Colui 6 pill da' sabi n^mici avviilto. 

diluvio raccblto 

Di che d^sferti atrani, 

Per inondaro i nbatri dtilci campi ! 

8e daUe prbprie niani 

Qu^ato n'avvifen, or chi fia che ne acampi i 

Bfen provvide Natura al nbstro atato 

Quando deir Alpi achermo 

Ptfse fra noi, e la Ted^sca rabbia : 

Ma '1 deair cifteo, e 'nciiiitra 'l suo bbn fermo 

S' b pbi tanto ingegnato, 

Ch' al ebrpo aano ha procurato ecabbia. 

Or dentro ad una gabbia 

Ffere aclvagge, e mansubto gregge 
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Oh ye by Hatsre destin'd to command, 

To guide the reins of this your beauteous land, ^^ 

Sweet pity's tie ne'er binds ye to its love, 

Else why the strangers' weapon should it prove ! 

Oh! wherefore doth barbarian blood deface 

Your smiling meadows, and your couiitrj'''a grace 

Your hearts in vain delusion arc enshrin'd. 

Ye boast your foresight — and alas ! are blind. 

Whoe'er would seek for love, or faith behold. 

Amid a venal crew, exchanged for gold ? 

He 'mid his ranks the greater number knows 

Stands but the more encompass'd by Ms foes. 

Oh frightful torrent ! borne from foreign strands 

To inundate our sweet, our verdant lands ; 

If wo ourselves have wak'd its direful flow. 

Where should we seek for comfort in our woe ! 

When nature bade the towering Alps arise, 
To stand our barrier 'twixt the German skies, 
Oh ! well our future safety she foresaw 
To shield us from our neighbour's furious war. 
But ye ! your blind desires have ann'd the foe 
To turn health's current to tha leper's woe. 
Alike enclos'd within one common fold 
The tameless beast and lamb we now behold, 



Vai. Ef aadtes^s all the prlncft or Half, 

PsUfgrinc tpade. The Gtrmaa mereenuries. 

Firtiihaggr. The GErmana.— Jfon(HJlEffr%I. Tliq Ilnlians. PelTBteh 

iai to the cDmpBniefl of German traipQ, prhii^lij iulrddiicecl into Italy, mA 
f empiojed hy each stale oltemKlelj ngainsl the otha,ile3o!alPil the wholE connlry 
I ^ iIiBir rapnoiiy. 



S'annidan si, che sfempre il iniglior gSme : 

Ed ^ questo del seme, 

Per pill dolor, del pbpol senza l^gge, 

Al qual, come si Ifegge, 

Mario apferse si '1 fianco 

Che membria d^U' bpra aneo non langue : 

Quando assetato e statico 

Non pii b^vve d^l fiume acqua, che sanguo. 



Gesare taccio, ohe per ogni piaggia 

Fece I'ferbe aanguigne 

Di 16r vene, ove 1 nbstro fferro ndae. 

Or par, n6n sb p^r che stelle maligne, 

Che 1 ciblo in bdio n'aggia. , 

Vbstra merce, cui tanto ai coramise, 

Vbatre vbglie diviae 

Quastan del mondo la piii b^Ua parte. 

Qual colpa, qual giudizio, o qual deeiSno, 

Faatidire il vicino 

Pbvero, e le fortune afflitte e aparte 

Pereeguire, e'e disparte 

Cercar gfente, e gradire 

Ohe sparga '1 sangue, e venda Talma a prbzzo I 

lo pai'Io per ver dire 

Non per bdio d'altrui n^ per disprbzzo. 
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And thus it is the gentlest nature sighs 

To hold a fellowship it ne^er can prize. 

To plant within our grief a sharper sting. 

These atrangera from that lawless nation spring, 

On whom stem Marius pour'd his sword's fierce gall, 

That Time still rings hia triumph— and their fall. 

Recording how the hero panting stood, 

Nor aught could find to quench his thirst — but blood. 

'Twere vain to tell of Csesar'a conquering hand, o"- 
Where'er he came tlmr blood defae'd the land: 
But now I know not what ill star presides 
That Heaven from us hie kindly favour hides. 
Ye lords, who thus our country's rule sustain. 
What owe we to your mercy and your reign \ 
Our land which shone the fairest gem of earth 
Now laid a wreck, from private faction's birth. 
What crime of his! what justice of your own! 
What, fearful destiny to us unknown. 
Impels ye on the wretch fresh grief to pour. 
To crush the fortune that had droop'd before ! 
That makes ye harbour in your ranks a crew 
Who sell for gold their aoula, and life's blood too! 
Alas? "'tis truth alone inspires my tongue, 
No individual hate my soul hath wrung. 



^■A'' 



Nfe v'accorgete ancor per tantc prbve 
Del Bav^rico inganno ; 
Ch' alzando '1 dito con la iiibrte acherza. 
Pfeggio fe lo strazio, ai mio parer, che 'I danno. 
Ma '1 v&atro eangue pibve 
Pia largamente, ch' altra ira vi efferza. 
Dalla mattina il tbrza 
Di vdi pensate e veder^te, cdme 
Tifen caro altrui, chi tifen se cosl vile- 
Latin sangue gentile, 
Sgdnibra da te queate danndse ebme : 
N6n far Molo un ndme 
Vano fienz^ e6ggbtto : 
Che 'I fur6r della sua gfente ritrSsa 
Vlncerne d'intell&tto 
Peccato fe nbatro, o non natural c&sa. 

Non & questo il terren ch' i' toccai pria ! 

Non fe questo '1 mio nido, 

Ove nutrito fui si dolcemente ? 

Non i questa la patria, in ch' io mi fido, 

Madre benigna e pia, 

Che cbpre I'lino e I'altro mio parftnto ? 

Per Dio, questo la raente 

Talor vi mbva ; e con pietli guarJate 



1. JW e'aceurg^l/. Pefrorca inlmiie Ludnvito 
ttalin luce uraslan i Vucdnlt, cbe enain I suai ] 
da Ria i figH di Csiitrnccio. a' quuli BTern gtniii 
inlendere di rolnr oombultere e non conibBtteiB. 

IS. Fam tinia liffgrlln. Luilotico Don lii i 
impenidoro du! papa. 
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Perceive ye not, my lords, their acts evince 

The treachery of that dark Bavarian prince. 

Who beckoned death to turn and mock the foe. 

Alas ! the shame we meet is heavier woe 

Than were omr land enslavM, but feud more dread 

Now wastes your blood than that by others fed. 

Oh ! from the mom's third hour commence the task 

Of self- communing ; ye yourselves will ask, 

" How can we minister to others' good, 

Who naught of evil ever have withstood V 

Ye boast proud Latin blood, ye I invoke 

To cast away this hideous baleful yoke ; 

Beware how such an idol ye create, 

As unsubstantial as his titled state ! 

It were foul shame our leaden neighbours thus 

Should win a mental conquest over us ! 

" Oh ! is not this the soil where I was bom ? 
The cradle that sustained my life's young dawn I 
My father-land, which holds my heart's sweet trust ? 
My gently mother, 'neath whose pitying dust 
My all of kindred sleep in calm repose f 
Oh ! let these thoughts sweet Mercy's bands unclose ! 
Let blest Compassion to your hearts reply, 
And heal the wound that wakes your people's sigh ; 



1. Ne v'accorgeie. Petrarch alludes to Lewis of Bavaria, who, entering Italy, 
caused the Visconti to be arrested, his most fiuthful allies ; and drove from Pisa 
the children of Castruccio, to whom he owed the greatest obligations. He 
seemed ever preparing for battle, but never came to an engagement. 

18. Vano senza $6ggitto. The Pope would never confirm Louis as emperor. 

K 
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Le Ikgrime del pbpol doloroso 

Che sol da voi ripbso 

Dopo Dio spbra : e pur che voi mostriate 

Segno alcun di pietate, 

Virt^ contra furore 

Prenderk Farme ; e fia 1 combatter corto : 

Che rantico valore 

NegP Italici cor non b ancor mbrto. 

Signor ! mirate e6me 1 tbmpo v61a, 
E siccbme la vita 

Fugge, e la mbrte n'b sdvra le spalle. 
Voi sibte 6t qui ; pensate alia partita ; 
•<2he Talma ignuda e s61a 
Convibn ch' arrive a quel dubbi6so calle, 
Al passar qu^sta valle 
Piacciavi porre giil Fbdio e lo sd^gno, 
Vbnti contrarj alia vita serena : 
E quel che 'n altrui p^na 
Tbmpo si spbnde, in qualche atto pi^ d^gno 
di mano, o d'^ingegno 
In qualche bblla Ibde 
In qualche 6nbsto studio si convbrta : 
Cosl quk gi^ si gbde, 
E la strada d^l ciel se trbva apbrta. 



13. L'alma ignuda e sola. Scnza imperio, senza signoiia, e senza soldati. 
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No other hope save that in Heaven is theirs, 
And that yourselves vouchsafe unto their prayers ; 
But Mercy speak, and arm'd against the foe, 
Italian valour soon shall lay him low. 
Nor long the struggle, for the fire of yore 
Is yet unquench'd within our bosom's store. 



Oh ! mark, my lords. Time's wing'd and rapid flight, 
Whilst hand in hand Life fades before our sight ; 
Mark Death's pursuit to check your full career, 
His grasp will pluck ye — think whilst breathing here, 
Undeck'd by pomp, or human love, the soul 
Too soon must seek alone its awful goal : 
Oh \ in life's progress let not wrath prevail 
To the sweet calm of peace — ^that adverse gale ; 
But let the moments desecrated now 
In wreathing tortures for your people's brow, 
Be hallow'd by some strife in virtue's cause ; 
Some act whose record is deserv'd applause ; 
Some mental impulse, which may nobly claim 
The hope of others' welfare as its aim : 
For tho' on earth, man may blest joy create, 
To win his welcome at high Heaven's gate. 



13. Valma ignuda e tola. The soul will seek its Creatur alone, unattended 
b J the pomp of earthly and regal splendour. 
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Canzdne, io t^ammonisco, 

Che tua ragidn cortesem^nte dica : 

Perch^ fra gfente ajtfera ir ti convifene : 

E le vbglie s6n pi^ne 

Gik deir usanza p^ssima ed antica, 

Del V(§r s^mpre nemica. 

Proverai tua ventilra 

Fra magnanimi pbchi, a chi T bfen piace 

DV 16t : chi m^assicura ? 

I Vb gridando : Pace, pace, pace ! 
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And now, my song, I warn thee that thy strain 
Naught else but courtesy must breathe again ; 
For thou amid the proud must hold thy way, 
Who, Ijlinded by base custom's ancient sway, 
No other will save that can ever know. 
And stand arrayM to truth the constant foe. 
Amid the noble few, who virtue love. 
Success will be thy lot alone to prove ; 
Demand of them who dare thy cause avow ? 
Since peace must be thy theme eternal now. 



K 2 
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SONETTO XXVII. 



PROPONE MOLTI OUBBJ AMOKOSI E DECIDE SOLAMENTE IL PRIMO : 
Cioi, CHE AMORE E QUELLO CHE LO TORMENTA. 



S'amdr non fe ; che dunquefe qu^l ch' T s^nto I 
Ma s'^gH3 anidr ; per Dio, che cbsa^e quale ! 
Se bubna ; 6nd' fe 1 ^flFfetto aspro^mortale ? 
Se ria ; ond' fe si ddlce dgni tonn^nto ? 

S' a mia vbglia ardp ; 6nd' fe '1 pianto e 1 lam^nto ! 

S^ a mal mio grado ; il lamentar che vale ? 

O viva mbrte, o dilettdso male, 

06me pubi tanto in m^, s'io n61 cdnsfento ! 

E s** io *1 c6ns^nto ; a gran tbrto mi dbglio. 
Fra si contr&rj vfenti in fragilbarca "-^^^^-^^ 
Mi trbvo in alto mar senza govfemo. 

^Jibve di sav^r, d'errdr sj carca, 

Oh** i' med^smo n6n sb qu^l ch' io mi vbglio ; 

E trbmo a mbzza state, ardbndo il vbmo. 



13. Si liive di $avir. Savere stk qui per taviezza. 



PETSASCH. 103 



SONNET XXVII. 

HE PROPOSES MANY DOUBTS ON THE CAUSE OF HIS UNHAPPINESS, 

BUT CONCLUDES BY ACKNOWLEDGING IT TO BE 

HIS LOVE FOR LAURA. 

Oh Love ! if thou art not, what ails my heart ? 
But if create, — ^thy nature then reveal ? 
If fair, — ^with mortal pain why o'er me steal I 
If ill, — so sweet a torment why impart ? 

What means my grief, if / have woo'd thy dart ? 
If thine the wound, — my tears it vain would heal : 
Oh breathing death ! yet ill I joy to feel ! 
Unsanction'^d thus to^ rule, oh ! whence thy art? 

But if I own thy sway, my woe is shame. 

Without a helm, upon a swelling sea, 

I feel my fragile bark the wind's poor sport : 

So light in wisdom's freight, laden with blame, 
Each season wakes no sympathy in me, 
Whilst vainly do my wishes seek their port. 



12. Si liive di tavir, Savere itands here for taviezjia, wisdom. 



f' 
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SONETTO XXVIIL 



DESCRIVE SOTTO QUATTRO SIMILITUDINI IL SUO STATO PENOSO 

PER CA6IONE DI LAURA. 



Am6r m'ha p6sto come s^gno a i^trale, 
C6m' al s61 n^ve, c6me c6ra al fubco 
E c6me n^bbia al vfento ; e s6n gik rbco, 
Dbnna, merc^ chiamando ; e voi ndn cale. 

Dagli bcchj vbstri uscio T c61po mortale 
06ntra cui non mi val tbmpo, n^ Ibco : 
Da v6i s61a procfede (e parvi un gibco) 
^ II s6Ie, e '1 fbco, e '1 v^nto, ond' io s6ii tale. 

I p^nsifer s6n sa^tte, e 1 vise un s6Ie : 

E T deslr f 6co ; e 'nsifeme c6n quest' arme 

Mi punge Am6r, m'abbaglia e mi distrugge. 

E Pangfelico canto, e le parble 

C6I d61ce spirto, ond' io non pbsso aitarme, 

Son Paura, innanzi a cui mia vita fugge. 



13. Col dolce spirlo. La dolce immaginazione la qua] detta quelle parole, • 
che mi riesce irresistibile. 
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SONNET XXVIII. 

HE DESCRIBES HIS FEELINGS, AWAKENED BY LAURA, 
UNDER FOUR SIMILITUDES. 

For Love's envenom''d shaft I stand the mark, 
Like wax the^^Sdissolves, or ti^iiaad^s snow, 
Like mists the zephyrs chase, whilst hoarse with woe, 
To mercy's prayer thou dost refuse to hark ! 

Thine eyes emitted first the fotaljpark 
That wak'd the SsJr^ no change can undergo ; 
Lady ! thou mockest, but to thee I owe 
The emblematic semblance I remark. 

My thoughts, Love's shaft— thy beauteous face, the sun- 
My hopes, the fire — ^whilst thus completely arm'd 
Love dazzles first, then woimds me e'en to death ; 

Thy tuneful voice, which me resistless won ; 
Thy words, the ofispring of thy spirit, charm'd ; 
The zephyrs these, which crush me with their breath. 



13. Col dolce spirto. That quick imagination which clothes iUelf in such 
irresistible language. 



SONETTO XXIX. 



Pace n6n trbvo, e n6n hb da far gubrra ; 
' E t^mo, e spfiro, ed ardo, e etfn un ghiaccio ; 
' E vfilo a<5pra '1 cifelo, e giaocio in t&rra ; 
- E nulla atringo, e tutto '1 m()ndo abbraccio. 

Tal m'ha in prigi()ii, che won m''apre, n6 aferra ; 
N€ p6r auo mi riti&n, n4 scibglie il laecio ; 
E non ni'ancide Amdr, e non mi effeira ; 
Nb mi vubl vivo, n4 mi trae d'impaccio. 

VSggio eenz' bcchj ; e non hb lingua e grido ; 
E bramo di perir, e chi&ggio aita ; 
Ed hb in bdio m^ st^sso ed amo altnii, 

PilBcomi di d6l6r ; piangbndo rido ; 
Egualm^nte mi epiace mbrte e vita 
In (ju^ato stato adn, dbnna, p^r \6i. 
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SONNET XXIX. 

HE DESCRIBES THE CONTRADICTORY STATE OF HIS FEELINGS, 
OWING TO HIS WEAKNESS, AND LAURa's CAPRICE. 

y ( 

No peace I find ; with causeless warfare fraught, 
I hope, yet fear — as light with darkness strives, 
I pierce Heavetfs veil, yet earth'*s fond hope survives — 
Love gives me all — and yet possess I naught. 

r 

In bondSj,yM.fr©©rria cagtive,^stil^^ — v^ 

She scorns my chain, nor yet my thraldom rives, 
Love frees me not, nor yet of life deprives. 
Nor bids me live, nor quells my troubled thought. 

With eyes, I yet am blind — tho' mute, complain — 

T see k deq^ypction . yet I cry for aid — ^ 

Myself despise, and yet another love : 

Sorrow 's my food, and yet I mock my pain, 
Or life or death, I equally upbraid, 
Thus then am I, and this for thee I prove. 



1. Pace non trdvoy e non ho da far gulrra. He feels in a constant state of 
warfare, and jet he is at peace Trith all the world. 

3. Volo sopra 7 cieloy Sfc. Sfc. His spirit strives to contemplate his Maker 
alone, whilst earthly wishes enchain it to earth. 

4. E nulla stringo, (^e. 8^c. He possesses the world, in the loye of the most 
Tirtaous and heautiful woman of the age— and jet she is to him hut a vision. 

9. Viggio iin£ occT^. He sees his weakness, jet is hlinded hj it from per- 
ceiving the method of casting it off. Non ho lingua e grido. He complains 

aloud of his grief, and jet ahstains from prayer, which would support him. 

12. Pdscomi di dolor, Sfc. Sfc, He weeps — ^yet smiles that her love is the 
cause of his weeping. 
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SONETTO XXX, 

DICE CHE IN QUALUNQUE LUOGO EGLI SARA, POVERO 6 RICCO, 
E IN OGNI STAGIONE, SEMPRE SOSPIRIRA PER LAURA. 

Pommi 6ve '1 edl accide i fidri e T^rba ; 
d6ve vince lui **1 ghiaccio e la n^ve ; 
Pbmmi ov** h 1 carro suo temprato e Ifeve : 
E 6v^ ^ chi c^l rfende o chi c^l s^rba. 

Pomm' in iimil fortuna, od in sup^rba ; 
Al d61ce aere serine, al fosco, e gr^ve : 
Pommi alia nbtte, al di lungo ed al brfeve ; 
Alia matm*a etate, od air ac^rba. 

Pomm** in ci^lo, od in t^rra, od in abisso ; 
In alto pbggio, in valle ima, e palustre ; 
Libero spirto, od a** subi mfembri affisso : 

P6mmi con fama oscura o con illustre ; 
Sarb qual fui : vivrb com' io s6n visso 
Continuando il mio sospir trilustre. 



2. dove vince lui 'I ghiaccio, 4*c. 4*c. O dore il ghiaccio e la neve hanno 
piu forza dei raggj del sole. 

4. E ov' i chi cH rende. L'Oriente. E chi oil ierba. L'Occidente. 
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SONNET XXX. 



HE PROCLAIMS HIS UNALTERABLE ATTACHMENT TO LAURA, 



Oh ! were my home 'mid flowers the sun doth blast, 
Withm his chariot's course less fiercely bright, 
Or where eternal snows forbid his light, 
Where first he seems to wake, or rests at last : 

In poverty or wealth, let me be cast, [blight — 
Breathing Heaven's breath, or withering 'neath its 
'Mid realms of ceaseless day, or hopeless night. 
In life's sweet dawn, or when bright youth is past. 

In heaven, on earth, in darkness let me dwell. 
Upon the hil^^a prnnd top^ or tearful vale > <^ 

A spirit freed, or chain'd within earth's shrine : 

Let me be nameless, or the world excel, 
Unchang'd shall be the record of my tale— 
Unchang'd the sighs three lustrums have been mine. 



2. O dove vince lui 'I ghiaccio, 4*c. S^c. Where the snow withstands the power 
of the sun's faint rays. 

4. E 6v' e chi cvl rende. The East. E chi eel sirba. The West. 
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SONETTO XXXI. 

CELEBRA LE fiELLEZZE DELL' ANIMO £ DEL CORPO 01 LEI, DOLENDOSI 

DI NON POTERE SPARGAR LA SUA FAMA PER TUTTO IL MONDO, 

SI COME LA FARA SENTIR PER TUTTA ITALIA. 



d'ard^nte virtute omata e calda 
Alma gentil, cui tante carte v^rgo ; 
s61 gik d'^onestate int^ro alb^rgo, 
Torre in alto val6r fondata e salda. 

fiamma, o rbse sparse in d61ce falda 
Di viva n^ve, in ch' io mi sp^echio e t^rgo ; 
piacdr, 6nde Tali al bM viso ^rgo, 
Che luce, sovra quanti 1 sdl ne scalda ; 

D^l vbstro nome, se mie rime int^se 
Fossin s! lunge, avrfei pifen Tile e Battro 
La Tana, il Nilo, Atlante, Olimpo, e Oalpe. 

Pbi che portar ndl pbsso in tutte quattro 

Parti del mondo ; udrallo il bbl pa^se, 

Ch^ Apennin parte, e 1 mar circ6nda, e FAlpe, 



5. O fiamma. La virtu ^ fiamina che s'innalza e tende al cielo. I frutti 
della Tirtu sono rose, che, gettate su uno strato di nere, ne abbellano la trista 
uniformita. Neve aik qui per la virtuosa fireddezza. 
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Bright spirit ! that my constant muse doth wake, 
Adom'd by virtue's gentlest, warmest grace ; 
;^aTth^^^®J> of purity, the dwelling place, 
A tower by Heaven sustain'd, whicli naught can shake. 

Heaven's flame, awaking r osea ' on a flake 

Of living a^ y, ray model thee I trace ; 

And when my soul oxpande to view thy face 

Of earth's the brightest, thou its joy doth make ! 

Could distant regions comprehend my rhyme, 

Olympus, and the Pillar of the South, 

Had rung thy name, and north, and east, and west ; 

But since to heaven's four points it may not elimb. 
That beauteous land shall wake it from my mouth, 
Where hills divide, and sea and Alps invest. 
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Che fai, Alma? che p6nsi! avr^ra mai pace! 
Avr^m mai tr^gua? od avrem gufeira ^tfemai 
Che fia di n6i a6n sb ; ma in quel ch' io scSrna, 
A 8ubi begli bcchj il mai nbstro non pitwe. 

Che pr6, se con qudgli bcchj ella ne face 
Di state un ghiaccio, un fbco quando v6ma ! 
Ella ii6n, ma eolili cho gli g^vfima, 
Qu^sto ch' fe a D^i, s' 6Ua e^I v^de e tace. 

Tail!)! tace la lingua, e '1 cbr bI lagna 
Ad alta v6ce, e 'n vista asciiltta e li&ta 
Piange, d^ve mirando altri n61 v^de. 

P^r tutto ci& la mgnte n^n a'acqufeta, 
Rompfendo '1 dubl, che 'n Ifei s'acc&glie e stagna ; 
Ch' a gran sporanza ubm niisero non crede. 



KiTolge S poeM il pBrlui 
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SONNET XXXII. 

THE POET HOLDS A DISCOURSE WITH HIS HEART, IN WHICH HE 

DOUBTS A HAPPY TERMINATION TO HIS ATTACHMENT, AS 

LAURA DOES NOT REVEAL HER OWN ; BUT HE 

CONCLUDES HIS SENTIMENT IS RETURNED. 



P. What act, what dream, absorbs thee, oh my soul ? 

Say, must we peace, a truce, or warfare hail ? 
H, Our fate I know not ; but her eyes unveil 

The grief our woe doth in her heart enrol. 

P, But that is vain, since by her eyes"* control 

With nature I no sympathy inhale. 
H. Yet guiltless she, for Love doth there prevail. 
P. No balm to me, since she will not condole. 

H. When Man is mute, how oft the spirit grieves, 
In clamVous woe ! how oft the sparkling eye 
Belies the inward tear, where none can gaze ! 

P. Yet restless still, the grief the mind conceives 
Is not dispeird, but stagnant seems to lie. 
The wretched hope not, tho** hope aid might raise. 



12. Per tutto cid. The Poet here addresses the reader. 



l2 



SONETTO XXXIII. 



Le st^lle, e '1 cifelo, e gli el^m^nti a prbva 
Tutte I6r arti, ed 6gnl ^atrfema cura 
P<3ser n6\ vivo lume, in cui natura 
Si spfecchia, e '1 sfil, ch' altrove par non tr&va. 

L'ftpm fe si altfera, e^ leggiadra 6 n&va ; 
Che mortal guardo in IBi non s'asaicilra : 
Tanta nggli bcchj bSi fubr di raiailra 
Par ch' Am6r fe dolc^zza e grazia pibva. 

L'iiere percbsao da' lor dfilci rai 
S'infianima d'onestate ; o tai div^nta, 
Che '1 dir nbatro, e 'i pSnsifer vince d'aaaai. 

Basso deair non & ch' ivi si a^nta ; 

Ma d'ondr, di virtute. Or quando ni&ii 

Fu per a(5mma belta vil v&glia epenta J 
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SONNET XXXIII. 



HE CELEBRATES L4URA'S UNPARALLELED BEAUTY AND VIRTUE. 



The stars, the elements, and Heaven above, 
Each other rivalled to awake a light. 
Where Nature stands reflected with delight. 
Nor Phoebus elsewhere views such mirror'd love 

The breathing wonder doth so nobly move, 
That mortals dare not fix on it their sight ; 
Love, sweetness, grace, within those eyes imite 
In gentle streams, and there exhaustless prove. 

Their gentle rays so pmify the air. 

It kindlQ£rmtoLjd^ue, and returns 

A breath that man can ne'er conceive nor tell : 

No other flame is ever nourished there 

Save that with honour and with virtue bums. 

Oh ! when did beauty earthly hope dispel ? 



I 



12. Basso desir non i. Laura enamours others with virtue, bj the beautj of 
its reflection in herself. 
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SONETTO XXXIV. 



RACCONTA QUANTA DOLCEZZA SENTIVA A VEDERLA PIANGERE 

CON MANIEBA SOVRUMANA. 



r vidi in t^rra ang^lici costumi 

E c^I^sti belldzze al mdndo s6Ie ; 

Talche di rimembrar mi gidva e dble : 

Che quant' io miro, par sdgni, dmbre, e fumi 

E vidi lagrimar que' duo b^i lumi, 

Oh' han fatto mille vblte invidia al sole : 

E udii sospirando dir parble, 

Che farian gir i m6nti, e star i fiumi. 

Am6r, s^nno, valdr, pietate, e dbglia 
Fac^an piangfendo un pid ddlce eoncbnto 
D'ogni oltro, che n6\ mondo udir si sbglia; 

Ed bra '1 eiblo all' armonia si 'ntbnto, 
Ohe non si vedea in ramo mbver fbglia : 
Tanta dolc^zza avea pibn I'aere, e '1 vbnto. 



SONNET XXXIV. 



My mortal eye hath viewed ail^ng^e grace, 
EnshrinM within a form unmatchM on earth; 
A dream — a shadow, seems each other worth. 
As I with tearful bliss its mem'ry trace : 

I mark'd griers tide those beauteous eyes deface, 

Which to the sun had envy giv'n birth ; 

I heard those accents, in whose absent mirth 

The hills might dance, and Soods their rapids brace. 

Love, wisdom, sympathy, and sorrow wept. 
And thus awoke a harmony more blest 
Than ever yet had sprung from mortal lyre ; 

Heav'n listenM to the sound, and silence kept, 
Whilst ev'ry trembling leaf was sooth''d to rest, 
So sweet a joy did earth and air respire ! 
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SONETTO XXXV. 



SSGUITA LODANDO IL PIANTO DI LEI E LE SUE PRINCIPALI BELEZZE. 



Qu^l sdmpre ac^rbo ed onorato giomo 
Mandb si al cbr rimmkgine sua viva ; 
Che 'ngegno o stil non fia mai, che '1 descriva ; 
Ma spesso a lui con la membria tomo. 

L'atto d'ogni gentil pietate adomo, 
E T dolce amaro lamentar ch' i' udiva, 
Fac^an dubbiar, se mortal dbnna, 6 diva 
F6sse che '1 cifel rasserenava intdrno. 

La tbsta br fino ; e calda n^ve il volto. 
Ebeno i cigli ; e gli bcchj bran due stelle, 
Ond' Amor Tarco non tendeva in fallo : 

Pbrle e rbse vermiglie, ove Taccblto 
Dolor formava ardbnti voci e bblle ; 
Fiamma i sosplr, le lagrime cristallo. 
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SONNET XXXV. ^ 



ON THE SAME SUBJECT AS THE LAST. 



That ever-honoured, yet too bitter day, 

Her image hath so graven in-ja^Lhreast, ^ 

That only mem'ry can return it drest 

In living charmis, no genius could pourtray : 

Her air such graceful sadness did display, 
Her plaintive, soft laments my ear so blest, 
I ask"'d if mortal, or a heav''nly guest. 
Did thus the threafning clouds in smiles array. 

Her locks were gold, her cheeks w ere breathing sn ow^ 
Her brows with ebon arch'^d — brifidbt stars her eye s. 
Wherein Love nestPd, thence his dart to aim : 

Her tgg th were pea rls — ^the resets softest glow [sighs ; 
Dwelt on that mouth, whence woke to speech griers 
Her tears were crystal — and her breath was flame. 



1 20 PETBABCA. 



SONETTO XXXVI. 



COMMENDA LE BELTA DELL' ANIMO E DEL CORPO DI LAURA. 



In qual parte d^l ci^l, in quale idfea 
Era r^s^mpio, onde natura tblse 
Quel b^l viso leggiadro, in ch^ ^lla vblse 
Mostrar quk gi^, quanto la sit potea ! 

Qual Ninfa in fonte, in selve mai qual D6a 
Ohibme d'bro si fino alP aura sciblse ? 
Quand^ un cbr tante in se virtuti accblse ! 
Benche la somma b di mia mbrte rba. 

Per divina bellezza indamo mira 

Ohi gli bechj di costbi giammai non vide, 

Come soavbmente ella gli gira. 

Non s^ com'' amor sana, e come ancide, 
Ghi non s^, come dolce ella sospira, 
E come dolce parla, e d61ce ride. 



8. Benchi la somma, Sfc. La castita di Laura e qui intesa per la somma 
delle di lei virtu. 
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SONNET XXXVI. 

IN PRAISE OF Laura's beauty and her mental 

ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 



From whence in Heaven— oh! from what regions bright, 
Hath nature gain'd the model of that thought ? 
Which thus embodying, she to man hath taught, 
(By earth^s sweet grace) her power ^mid realms of light. 

Such golden. locks, nor Dryad, Naiad bright, 
E'er rivaird, when by sportive Zephyrs caught; 
What mind with so much beauty yet was fraught ! 
Its rarest gem hath wing'd my life's sad flight. 

He hath not on celestial beauty dwelt, 

In rapturous gaze, who ne'er hath seen her eyes 

Within their liquid orbs so sweetly move : 

That heart which ne'er her sunny smile hath felt. 
Nor heard the music of her words and sighs. 
Knows not its wound, nor yet the balm of love ! 



8. Binchd la iomma, ^c. He means tbe purltj of her mind by the tomma 
of her virtues. 



M 
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SONETTO XXXVII. 

CHIAMA FELICI TUTTE QUELLE COSE CHE SONO DOVE 

LAURA ABITA. 

Li^ti fidri e felici, e bfen nate ^rbe 
/he Madbnna passando primer suble ; 
Piaggia ch^ ascdlti sue d61ci parble 
E del bbl pibde alcun vestigio sbrbe ; 

Schibtti arboscblli, e v^rdi fr6nde acbrbe ; 
Amdros^tte e pallide vible ; 
Ombrdse s^lve, 6ve p^rcbte il sdle, 
Che vi fa qS* subi raggi alte e supbrbe ; 

soave contrada ; o puro fiume, 

Che bagni '1 suo bbl viso, e gli bcchj chiari, 

E prbndi qualitk dal vivo lume ; 

Quanto v''invidio gli atti dnbsti e cari ! 
Non fia in v6i scbglio omai, che per costume 
D'arder con la mia fiamma non impari. ^ 



11. Prendi qualita, S^c. Apostrofando il fiume Potrarca gli dice ch' ei si fa 
limpido e chiaro dal chioror degVi occhi di Laura cui essa bagna qualche volta 
delle onde sue. 



SONNET XXXVII. 



....... , 



t 



Bright happy flowurs ! and herb so bounteous fed. 
O'er whicli my Laura's modell'd foot liath stept : 
Ye meads ! that have her words' sweet music kept, 
Nor yet reator'd the impress of hor tread : 

Unfettered ehrubs ! ye leaves so freshly shed ! 
- Pale violets ! where Love hath fondly crept ; 
Ye woods i whose shade doth Phcebua intercupt, 
And in his stolen beams so proudly spread ! 

Sweet landscape ! stream! tliat doth so purely roam, 
From laving oft her beauteous face and eyes, 
Thou wand^rest cloar in their reflected light ; 

I envy ye, so near her modest home ! 

No rock amongst ye hafcit'a law defius. 

But owns alike the flame iiiy soul doth blight."^ 



U. Prhidi qualiia 
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SONETTO XXXVIII. 



SOTTO FIGURA DI NAVE SI6NIFICA LA TURBOLENZA DELSUO STATO 

AMOROSO P£R ISDEGNO DI LEI. 



Passa la nave inia cdlma d^obblfo, 
Per aspro mare, a m^zza nbtte il vbrno, 
Infra Seilla e Oariddi ; ed al gov^mo 
Sfede '1 signdr, anzi '1 nemico mio : 

A ciascun r^mo un p^nsi^r prdnto e rio, 
Che la t^mp^sta e ^1 fin par ch** abbia asch^mo : 
La v^la rdmpe un vfento umido ^tfemo 
Di sospir, di speranze, e di deslo. 

Pibggia di lagrimar, n^bbia di sd^gni 
Bagna e rall^nta le gia stanche sarte, 
Che son d''err6r c6n ignoranza attbrto : 

CMansi i duoniibi ddlci usati s^gni ; 
Mbrta fra Fdnde fe la ragidne, e Parte ; 
Tal eh' incomincio a dispei^r del pbrto. 



1. Colma cTobblio. Obblio della virtu. 
4. Nemico mio. A more. 

12. Celarui i duo miei, 4*c. Gli occhi di Laura. Seiubra a quest' epoea ehe 
Lauia non gli si lasciaase vedere. 
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SONNET XXXVIII. 



BY THE SIMILE OF A VESSEL, HE DESCRIBES THE tPRBULE NT 
WEAKNESS OF HIS MIND, OWING TO LAURA's DISDAIN. 



In winter'*s midnight, where the billows grow 
In wrath 'twixt Scylla and CharybdiB drear, 
With dark oblivion''s freight my bark I steer. 
Whilst at the helm I feel my spirit's foe : 

One thought of shame accosts me as I go. 
Which seems to mock the tempest's wak'ning fear, 
My sail is shiverM, whilst with anguished tear. 
Vain hopes and wishes, still the blast doth blow. 

Griefs ceaseless tide, and clouds with wrath opprest, 
Relax the cordage — half exhausted now 
With ignorance and error intertwined : 

Those stars are yeil'd which once my spirit blest, 
Its skill and reason to the t epipest bow. 
Whilst now its port to gain, hope hath declinM. 



1 . Colma d'obhllo. The oblivion of virtue. 
4. Nemico mio. Love. 

12. Celansi i duo miei, S^c. Laura's eyes. It seems, at this period, that Laura 
would not see him. 
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SONETTO XXXIX. 



COMMENDA IL LEGOIADRO PORTAMENTO DI LEI CHE PASSAVA 

PER LE PIAGGIE DI SORGA. 



Stiamo, Am6r, a ved^r la glbria nbstra, 
Cbse sdpra natura altbre e nbve : 
V^di bbn, quanta in Ibi dolc^zza pibve ; 
V^di lume, che ^1 ciblo in tbrra m6stra. 




V^di quant^ arte dbra, e 'mpbrla, e 'nnbstra 
L^^bito ^Ibtto, e mai non visto altrdve ; 
Che dolc^m^nte i pibdi e gli bcchj mbve 
P^r qu^sta di bbi cblli ombrdsa chibstra ! 

L^erb^tta v^rde, e i fi6r di coldr mille 
Sparsi s6tto quelF ^Ice antiqua e n^gra, 
Prbgan pur, che 1 bbl pib li prbma, o tdcchl; 

E 1 cibl di vaghe e l^cide faville / 

S^acebnde intdmo, e 'n vista si rall^gra * 
D'bsser fatto ser^n da si bbgli bcchj. ?; 
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SONNET XXXIX. 

HB PRAISES Laura's graceful bearing, having seen her 

PASS ALONG THE SHORES OF SORGA. / 

Love ! let us pause in contemplation blest 
Of her our glory — Nature''s freshest child ! 
How sweetness pours on her its essence mild, 
For her he^en!a M^t becomes an earthly guest. 

With that, its brightest glow, art doth invest 
Her mortal shrine ; (what other so beguiPd ?) 
How soft her glance upon her dwelling mild. 
Its gentle slopes how light her foot hath prest. 

The smiling herb, — ^the many-tinted flower, 
Which round the frowning holm in clusters lie, 
There woo her touch, and court her fairy tread : 

The heavVs illumin'*d by the wakening power 
Her glowing cheek emits, in that bright eye 
Exulting feel the rest its glances shed. 
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SONETTO XL. 

SCOPRE QUANTA DOLCEZZA PRENDESSE NEL VEDERE E NELL* 

UDIRE LAURA. 



Pasco la mente d'*un si nbbil oibo 
Oh** ambrbsia e nfettar n6n invidio a Gibve : 
Che s61 mirando, obblio nell' alma pibve 
D*'(>giii altro d61ce, e Lfete al f6ndo bibo. 

Tal6r ch' bdo dir cbse, e ""n cbr describo, 
Perch^ da sospirar sbmpre ritrbve ; 
Batto per man d'*Am6r, n^ sb b^n d6ve, 
D6ppia d61c^zza in un v61to dellbo : 

Che qu^lla v6ce infin al ci^l gradita 
Subna in parble si leggiadre e care ; 
Che pensar uol poria chi non Tha udita. 

A116r insibme in m^n d'*un palmo appare 
Visibilm^nte, quando in qu^sta vita 
Arte, ing^gno, e natura, e 1 cibl pub fare. 



6. Doppia dolcizza. Quella del vedere e I'altra delV udire Laura. 
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SONNET XL. 



HE DETAILS THE SATISFACTION HE DERIVES FROM SEEING LAURA, 
AND LISTENING TO HER CONVERSATION. 



Such noble aliment isustains my soul, 
That Jove I envy not his god-like food ; 
I gaze on her — and feel each other good 
Engulph"*d in that blest draught at Lethe's bowl : 

Her evVy word I in my heart enrol, 
That on its grief it still may constant brood ; 
Prostrate by Love — my doom not understood 
From that one form, I feel a twin control. 

My spirit drinks the music of her voice, 
Whose speaking harmony (to Heaven so dear) 
They only feel who in its tone partake : 

Again within her face my eyes rejoice, 

For in its gentle lineaments appear 

What genius, nature, art, and Heav'n can wake. 



8. Doppia dolcezza. He feels a double enjoyment in Laura's society, that of 
beholding and listening to her. 
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SONETTO XLI. 

CONOSCE LAURA ESSER VICINA DALLO SPIRAR DOLCE DELL* AURA, 

(aLLUDENDO AL SUO NOME), ESSENDO OTA IN PROVENZA, 

GIUNTO PER RICEVER DA LEI CONFORTO. 




pl, che rasser^na i pbggi 
Distando i fidr per qu^sto ombr6so bbsco, 
Al soave suo spirto ricondsco ; 
Per cui conven, che 'n p^na e ^n fama pbggi. 

Per ritrovar ove '1 cbr lasso appbggi, 
Fuggo dal mio natlo d61ce ker Tbsco : 
Per far lume al pensier tdrbido e fdsco, 
C^rco 1 mio sdle, e sp^ro vederlo bggi : 

Nel qual prbvo dolc^zze tante e tali 
Oh* amor p^r fbrza a lui mi ricond^ce ; 
Poi si m^abbaglia, che T fuggir m^ e tardo. 

lo ohiederbi a scampar non arme anzi ali ; 
Ma perir mi d^ '1 cifel per qu^sta luce, 
Ohe da lunge mi struggo, e da prbss"* ardo. 



13. Ma perir mi da. Non e il cielo che ci manda questa sorta di mali, ma la 
nostra propria stoltezza. 
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SONNET XLI. 



HE RETURNS TO PROVENCE AFTER A SHORT ABSENCE, ANH 

EXPRESSES HIS CONSCIOUSNESS OF BEING IN THE 

VICINITY OF LAURA BY THE PURITY OF THE 

ATMOSPHERE HE EN HALES. 



My laureird air, that wakes the hills to mirth, 
And clothes her bower in its gayest bloom, 
Again I breathe within that souPs perfume. 
Who to my grief and fame hath given birth : 

I fly my Tuscan clime — ^my native earth — 
To find repose for my sad troubled doom ; 
My thoughtB to brighten 'mid their aching gloom, 
I seek my sun, and pant to feel its worth. 

That sun awakes such varying delight, 
That Love constrains me to return again, 
Where then my dazzled sight compels my stay : 

I ask not Bxrm, but wings, to aid my flight ; 
But by that light doth Heav'*n my death ordain, 
Which blasts me near, and wounds me when away. 



13. Ma perir mi da. It it not HMven that visits as with such ills, but tlic 
blindness of our own wishes. 
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SONETTO XLII. 

PERSUADE L'aNIMA SUA RIV0L6ERSI A DIO MOSSA DAL BUON 

ESEMPIO DI LAURA. 



Anima, che diverse cbse tante 
VMi, bdi, e leg^e, e parli, e scrivi, e pensi ; 
Occhj miei vaghi ; e tu fra gli altri sensi, 
Che scbrgi al cbr Talte parble sante : 

Per quanto n6n vorr^ste, 6 pbscia od ante, 
Esser quinti al cammin, che si mal tiensi, 
Per n6n trovarvi i duo be liumi accensi 
Ne r6rme impresse delP amate piante ? 

Or con si chiara luci, e con tai segni 
Errar non dessi in quel breve viaggio, 
Che ne pub far d'etemo albdrgo degni. 

Sfbrgati al cielo, o stanco mio coraggio, 
Per la nebbia entro de^ subi ddlci sdegni. 
Segnendo i passi dnesti, e 1 divo raggio. 



8. E tu fra gli altri tinsi. L'udite. 
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SONNET XLII. 



HE CONJURES HIS SOUL TO TURN ITS CONTEMPLATION TO HEAVEN, 
IN IMITATION OF LAURA's BRIGHT EXAMPLE. 



My soul ! that doth such changing thoughts afford, 
Doth hear, read, write, and speak their varied tone ! 
My wandMng eye — ^and thou the sense alone 
That bearest to the heart each sacred word ! 

Oh ! would ye not your erring lifers record 
An earlier or a later date had known ? 
Those eyes oW ye had not their lustre thrown. 
Nor ye had trac'd her footsteps on the sward ? 

But since that modelled brightness points the way. 
No wanderings now, must stay your brief career. 
Whose recompense may be a home divine : 

To win thy heaven my failing hope essay. 

And thro' the mist which veils her from thee here, 

Her virtue track, and in her brightness shme ! 



Z, E Ui fra gli altri senti. The hearing. 



N 
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SONETTO XLIII. 

PERCH^, POETANDO DI LAURA HA ACQUISTATO PERPETUA FAMA, 

CONFORTA SE STESSO A RESTAR PAGO D'OGNI 

AMOROSI TORMENTO. 



D61ci ire, ddlci sd^gni, e ddlci paci, 
Dolce b^n, ddlce mal, e ddlce p^so, 
Ddlce parlar, e dole^m^nte int^so, 
Or di d61ce bra, or pi^n di ddlci faci ; 

Alma, non ti lagukr ; ma sbffri e taci ; 
E t^mpra il ddlce amaro, che n* ha oflR^so, 
Col dolce on6r, che d'amar quella hai pr^so, 
A cu' io dissi : tu s61a mi piaci. 

F6rse anc6r fia chi sospirando dica 
Tinto di d61ce invidia : assai sostenne 
Per bellissimo Amor questi al suo tbmpo. 

Altri : O fortuna ! agli bcchj mibi nemica ! 
Perch^ non la vid^ io ? perch^ non v^nne 
Ella piii tardi, ovv^r io piil p^r t^mpo ? 



4. Or di dolce ora, or, 8^c. J\ parlar di Laura e pieno di dolce aura rinfres- 
cante, quando I'ainor di lui si mostra troppo cooente ; e pieno. di dol«i fiamme, 
quando essa Io riconosce troppo freddo nell' amore della virtii. 
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SONNET XLIII. 



THE POET CONSOLES HIMSELF FOR THE UNHAPPINESS OF HIS 

ATTACHMENT, BY THE HOPE THAT HIS VERSES ON LAURA 

MAY PROCURE HIM IMMORTALITY. 



Sweet wrath, sweet anger, and thou too sweet peace, 
Sweet ill, sweet sorrow, and its burthen sweet ; 
Sweet speech, as sweetly felt, and now replete , 
With balmy zephyrs, now to flames increase : 

Mourn not, my heart, let thy complainings cease. 
And in the honour of thy worship cheat 
Thy grief for her, to whom thou didst repeat : 
*' 'Tis thou alone who canst my heart release.*" 

Another age, another race will know, 

Who with the sigh of envy may exclaim : 

" He sufiFerM much for that most noble love :" 

Whilst others cry : " Oh Fate ! my eyes'* dark foe ! 
To view such brightness ; why did I not claim 
An earlier breath, or she a later prove !" 



4. Or di dolce dray or, S^c. Laura's conyersation falls like a refresliing breeze 
upon his heart, when he is himself too ardent ; and it breathes a gentle flame, 
when she feels that he is lukewarm in the cause of virtue. 
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SONETTO XLIV. 



MAVIOANDO PER LO RODANO VERSO AYIGNONE, DICE AL FIUME, 
CHE BACI LA MANO ALLA SUA DONNA ARRIYANDO 

PRIMA DI LUI. 



B^pido fiume, che di alp^stre v^ne 
Bdd^ndo intdrno, dnde 'I tuo ndme prfendi, 
Nbtte e dl m^co desidso sc^ndi 
Ov' Amdr m^, td s61 natura mena : 

V&,ttene innanzi : il tuo c6rso non fr^na 
Ne stanchbzza, n^ sonno ; e pria che rfendi 
Suo dritto al mar, fiso, u*" si mdstri, attbndi 
Kferba pia v^rde, e Tana pia ser^na. 

Ivi fe qu^l ndstro vivo e ddlce s61e, 

Oh' addma e 'nfidra la tua riva 'manca ; 

Fdrse (o che sp^ro !) il mio tardar le dble. 

Bkciale '1 pibde, o la man bblla e bianca : 
Dille : il baciar sia 'n v^oe di parble : 
Lo spirto fe prdnto, ma la came fe stanca. 



14. Lo spirto i pronto. Intend! quelle di Petrarca. 
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SONNET XLIV. 

SAILING DOWN THE RHONE, UPON HIS RETURN TO AVIGNON, 

PETRARCH BIDS THE RIVER KISS HIS LAURA's HAND, AS IT 

WILL ARRIVE AT HER DWELLING BEFORE HIM. 

Oh rapid flood ! which from thy mountain bed ^^^ tv n*r< 
Gnawest thy shores, whence (in my tongue) thy name ; 
Thou art my partner, night or day the same, 
Where / by love, thou art by nature led : 

Precede me now ; no weariness doth shed 
Its spell o'er thee, no sleep thy course can tame ; 
Yet ere the parent stream thy tribute claim, 
Pause, where the herb and air seem brighter fed. 

There beams our gentle star, whose living fire 
Illumes thy shore, which bounds her native home : 
Oh ! could I dream my absence dimmM its light ! 

Say (when to kiss her feet thou dost aspire) 
" It speaks his message, who but seems to roam. 
His mortal powers retard his spirit's flight.*" 



2. Bodindo. The Abbe de Sade says, that " Petrarch makes a bad etymology 
of the Latm name Rhodanus — Rhone." Gnawing the shore (rodendoj, however, 
seems an apt illustration of the creeping motion of the river, and not altogether 
an unpoetical etymology of the Italian name JRodano — Rhone. 

14. Lo spirto e pronto. Petrarch is speaking of himself. 
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SONETTO XLV. 



TORNANDO IN ITALIA, DICE, CHE TUTTAVIA ERA RIMASTO CON LO 
SPIRITO IN VAL' CHIUSA CON LA SUA DONNA AMATA. 



I ddlci cblli, ov^ io lasciai m^ st^sso, 
Partbndo dnde partir giammai ndn pbsso, 
Mi vanno innanzi ; ed bmmi ogn6r addbsso 
Qu^l caro p^so, ch' amdr m' ha comm^sso. 

M^co di m^ mi merayiglio sp^sso ; 
Oh' i' pur vb sbmpre, e n6n s6n anc6r mbsso 
Dal bbl gi6go piil vblte indamo scbsso ; 
Ma c6m pid me n'allungo e pid m'apprbsso. 

E qual cbrvo ferito di saetta, 

C6I fbrro awelenato d^ntr** al fianco 

Fugge, e piii dubisi quanto piii s''affi*etta ; 

Tal io c6n qu^llo stral dal lato manco 

Che mi consuma, e parte mi dilbtta ; 

Di dubl mi struggo, e di fuggir mi stanco. 



1. / dolci coUi. Su cui h situata Avignone. 



PETRARCH. 139 



SONNET XLV. 



HE RETURNS TO ITALY, BUT DECLARES HIS SPIRIT REMAINS 
AT VAL' CHIUSA with HIS LAURA. 



Those gentle hills which hold my spirit still, 
(For tho^ / fly, my heart there must remain) 
Are e'er before me, whilst my burthen's pain, 
By love bestow'd, I bear with patient will. 

I marvel oft that I can yet fulfil 

That yoke's sweet duties, which my soul enchain ; 

I seek release, but find the eflfort vain ; 

The more I fly, the nearer seems my ill. 

So, like the stag, who, wounded by the dart. 

Its poison'd iron rankling in his side, 

Flies swifter at each quick'ning anguish'd throb,— 

I feel the fatal arrow at my heart ; 

Yet with its poison, joy awakes its tide ; 

My flight exhausts me — ^grief my life doth rob ! 



1. / dolci colli. The hills upon which Avignon is situated. 
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SONETTO XLVI. 

NARRA QUAI COSE LO TENGONO LEGATO NELL* AMOR DI LEI, 

QUASI LO INVESCASSERO, IN CHE ANNO, 

ED IN QUAL GIORNO. 



Vbglia mi sprdna ; amdr mi guida e scbrge ; 
Piac^r mi tira ; usanza mi traspbrta : 
Speranza mi lusinga e ricdnf brta, 
E la man dbstra al cbr gia stance pbrge. 

II niisero la prbnde, e non s'^accbrge 
Di nbstra cibca e disle^e scbrta : 
R^gnano i sbnsi ; e la^ra gi6ne b m baita : 
Dair un vago desio Taltro risdrge. 

Virtute, ondr, b^Udzza, atto gentile, 
Dolci parble a' bbi rami m' han giunto, 
Ove soavemente il cbr s'^invesca. 

Mille treebnto ventisbtte appunto^ 
Suir 6ra prima il dl sbsto d'Aprile 
Nel laberinto intrai ; ne veggio ond' bsca. 



6. Di nostra cieca, f^c. La speranza manca nell' ajuto, per esser cieca; e 
nella fede, per esser disleale. 
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^ SONNET XLVI. 

HE DETAILS THE REASONS OF LAURA's EMPIRE OVER HIM, 

AND specifies THE YEAR AND DAY FROM WHICH 

HE DATES HIS ATTACHMENT. 



By will impeird, love o'er my path presides ; 
By pleasure led, overcome by habit's reign, 
Sweet hope deludes, and comforts me again ; 
At her bright touch, my hearfs despair subsides : 

It takes her proffered hand, and there confides. 
To doubt its blind disloyal guide were vain ; 
Each sense usurps poor r eason^s broken rein ; 
On each desire, another wilder rides ! 

Grace, virtue, honour, beauty, words so dear. 

Have twin'd me with that laurelPd bough, whose power 

My heart hath tangFd in its labyrinth sweet : 

The thirteen hundred twenty-seventh year, 
The sixth of ApriP-s suns — in that first hour 
My entrance marked, whence I see no retreat. 



6. Di nostra ciica, S^c. Hope, the poet represents, is blind, because she 
seldom gives us the aid we wish. She is disloyal, because often faithless. 

10. Bei rami. The laurel-branch, Petrarch, as usual, refers to the name of 
Laura. 
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SONETTO XLVII. 

PRIMIERAMENTE DICE IN GENERALE LA SUA DONNA ESSER SOPRA 

OGNI ALTRA GRAZIOSA : POI IN PARTICOLARE, SPIEGA 

LE SUE GRAZIE, DALLE QUALI FU TRASFORMATO 

NELL'ESSERE, CHE SI RITROVA. 

Grazie, ch^ a pbchi il cibl'fargo destina : 
Bara virtii, non gik d'umana gbnte : 
Sotto biondi capei canuta mente ; 
E 'n iimil dbnna alta beltk divina : 

Leggiadria singolare e pellegrina : 
E 1 cantar, che nelF anima si sfente : 
L'^andar celbste, e 1 vago spirto ardbnte 
Ch' ogni dur rompe, ed ogni altezza inchina. 

E que** bbgli bcchj, che i cbr fanno smalti, 
Possbnti a rischiarar abisso e nbtti 
E tbrre Palme a" cbrpi, e darle altrui ; 

Col dir pibn d'intellbtti dolci ed alti ; 
Con i sospir soavem^nte rotti : 
Da questi magi trasformato fui. 
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SONNET XLVII. 

THE POET COMMENCES BY PROCLAIMING LAURa's GENERAL 

SUPERIORITY : HE THEN SPECIFIES THE GRACES BY 

WHOSE UNION HE HAS BEEN TRANSFORMED 

INTO HIS PRESENT SUBDUED SITUATION. 

With grace heaven grants to few with liVral hand, 
With virtue rare, unlike an earthly dower ; 
Her golden locks conceal her mind^s blest power ; 
In earth's meek child, celestial charms expand. 

With form that scarce bespeaks a mortal brand, 
Her song is felt within the spirit's bower : 
She moves an angel ; pride and harshness cower 
Beneath that souPs bright glance — so pure, so bland. 

Her eyes awake the heart's gay varied tint ; 
Can smile to day, the gloom of hopeless night ; — 
They steal the soul, to breathe it back again. 

Her speech, whose imagM flow'rs bear heaven's imprint ; 
Her sighs recall'd, as on the ear they light ; 
And these the magic which my powers enchain ! 
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SONETTO XLVIII. 

COMMENDA LA SUA DONNA DALLE VIRTU DELL' ANIMO 

E DEL CORPO. 



In nbbil sangue vita umile e qu^ta, 
Ed in alto intellbtto iin puro cbre ; 
Frutto senile in sul gioveriil fiore, 
E in aspbtto pensoso anima li^ta, 

Baccblto ha ^n questa dbnna il quo pianeta, 
Anzi 1 Re delle stelle ; e 1 vero onore, 
Le degne Ibdi, e '1 gran prfegio, e T valore, 
Oh' b da stancar 6gni divin pofeta. 

Amor s' fe in lei con onestate aggiunto ; 
Con belt^ naturale kbito adomo ; 
Ed un atto, che parla con silenzio ; 

E non sb che negli bcchj, che "'n un punto 
Pub far chiara la nbtte, oscuro il giomo, 
. E ''I mi^le amaro, ed addolcir Tassbnzio. 
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SONNET XLVIII. 



IN PRAISE OF LAURA. 



Tho** nobly bom, so humbly, calm, she dwells, 
So bright her intellect — so pure her mind — 
The blossom and its bloom in her we find ; 
With pensive look, her heart with mirth rebels : 

Thus by her planets' union she excels, 
(Nay — His^ the stars' proud sovereign, who enshrin'd 
There honor, worth, and fortitude combinM !) 
Which to the bard inspired, his hope dispels. 

Love blooms in her, but 'tis his home most pure ; 

Her daily virtues blend with native grace ; 

Her noiseless movements speak, tho' she is mute : 

Such power her eyes, they can the day obscure. 
Illume the night, — the honey's sweetness chase. 
And wake its stream, where gall doth oft pollute. 
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SONETTO XLIX. 

LODA LA SUA DONNA DA MOLTE PARTI, E IN FINE DELLA 

BELLEZZA DEGLI OCCHJ. 



Onde tblse Am6r I^ro, e di qual vena 
Per far due tr^cce bidnde ? e ^n quali spine 
Cblse le rbse, e 'n qual piaggia le brine 
Tfenere e fr^sche, e dib lor p61so e lena ? 

Onde le pferie, in ch^ ei frange ed aflfr^na 
Ddlci parble, dnfeste, e pellegrine ? 
Onde tante bell^zze, e si divine 
Di qu^IIa frdnte pid che 1 cifel ser^na J 

Da quali angeli mbsse, e di qual spbra 
Qu^l c^lbste eantar, che mi disface 
Si che m'avanza omai da disfar pbco ? 

Di qual s61 nacque Talma luce altfera 

Di que' b^gli bcchj dnd** i** ho guferra e pace, 

Che mi cubcono 1 cbr in ghiaccio e 'n fbco ! 
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SONNET XLIX. 



UPON THE SAME SUBJECT AS THE LAST. 



Oh ! what richj^^iii to Love the gold bequeathe 
Which wrought those tr ess gs ? Say, what thorn so blest 
Resigned to him its ^^os§? what mount posseist 
That tender Bnow) he now to life hath breath'd ? 

Whence sprang the pearls from whose restraint unsheath'd 
Kor words in weapon^ eloquence are drest ? 
Where woke that beauty, on her brow confest, 
Serener than the smile o'er Heaven enwreathM. 

What spheres harmonious that sweet song inspirM, 
Whose melody so Vanquishes my soul 
No farther triumph can it now contest ! 

What wak'^ning sun those eyes exalted fir'd 
With light so pure — they war and peace control, 
And heat and cold alternate in my breast ? 



6- ^. 



9. The Pythagorean doctrine afiGrms that the moyemeut of the spheres in 
their different circles produces the sweetest music. 
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SONETTO L. 



TROVANDOSI DA LAURA MAL GRADITO, SIGNIFICA LA SUA INFELICITA, 

NON POTENDO PRENDER ALTRO CHE NOJA DA QUE* 

LUOGHI, da' QUALI AVANTI AVEVA RISTORO. 



O camar^tta, che gia fosti un pbrto 
Alle gravi t^mpbste mie diume ; 
Fdnte se' 6r di Ikgrime nottume, 
Che 'I di celate per verg6gna pbrto. 

letticciubl, che rfequie bri, e c6nfbrto 
In tanti afiFanni ; di che dogli6se ume 
Ti bagna Am6r con quelle mani ebume, 
S61o v^r m^ crudbli a si gran tbrto. 

Nfe pur il mio secreto, e 1 mio ripbso 
Fuggo ma piil me st^sso, e n mio p^nsifero : 
Che s^gufendol taI6r Ibvomi a v61o. 

II vulgo a me nemlco ed odibso 

(Ch' il pbneb mai ?) per mio refugio chbro : 

Tal pa^a ho di ritrovarmi sdlo. 



1. O cameritta. Intende una cameretta ebe aveva in Avignone, nella ca$a 
del suo amico Lelio, doye alloggiavia quando da Val Cbiusa veniva in citt&. 

7. Amor — Laura. 
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SONNET L. 



THE POET EXPRESSES HIS UNHAPPINESS AT FINDING HE HAS 

DISPLEASED LAURA: HE DECLARES HIMSELF WEARIED 

BY ALL THAT FORMERLY GAVE HIM DELIGHT. 



Thou little cliamber*'d haven to the woes 
Whose daily tempest overwhelms my soul ! 
From shame, I in Heaven's light my grief control ; 
Thou art its fountain, which each night overflows. 

My couch ! that oft hath woo'd me to repose, 
'Mid sorrows vast — Love's iv'ried hand hath stole 
Griefs turgid stream, which o^'er thee it doth roll, 
That hand which good on all but me bestows. 

Not only quiet and sweet rest I fly, 

But from myself and thought, whose vain pursuit 

On pinion'd fancy doth my soul transport : 

The multitude I did so long defy. 
Now as my hope and refuge I salute. 
So much I tremble solitude to court. 



I. cameriita. Petrarch addresses the apartment he used to occupy in the 
house of his friend Lelio whenever he visited Avignon, from his retreat at 
Val Chiusa. 

7. Amor — Love stands here for Laura. 



o2 
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SONETTO LI. 



COMMENDA l'aTTO GENTILE DI GRAN PERSONAGGIO CHE AD UN 
FESTA BACIO LAURA COM* £ l'uSO IN FRANCIA. 



Beal natura, angblico int^U^tto, 
Chiar^ alma, prdnta vista, 6cchio c^rvi^ro, 
Provvid^nza veldce, alto p^nsi^ro 
E veram^nte d^gno di qu^l p^tto : 

S^ndo di dbnne un b^l ndmero ^fetto 
Per adomar il di fbsto ed alt^ro 
Sdbito scbrse il bubn giadicio int^ro 
Fra tanti, e si bfei v61ti, il pid p^rf ^tto : 

L*'altre maggitfr di tbmpo, o di fortuna 
Trarsi in disparte comandb con mano, 
E caram^nte accblse a s^ quelF una : 

Gli bcchj e la fr6nte con sembiante umano 

Baciblle si, che rallegrb ciascuna ; 

M^ empi^ d'invidia Tatto d61ce e strano. 



14. Mi empU dinvidia. Petrarca dice che egli ebbe grande inridia di non 
poter fere il simile. 
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SONNET LI. 

WRITTEN ON THE OCCASION OF CHARLES OF LUXEMBURG'S VISIT 

TO AVIGNON, WHERE, AT AN ENTERTAINMENT GIVEN TO THAT 

PRINCE, HE DISTINGUISHES LAURA FROM THE BRILLIANT 

FEMALE ASSEMBLY, AND SALUTES HER ACCORDING 

TO THE FRENCH CUSTOM. 



A sovVeign nature, — an exalted mind, — 
A soul proud — sleepless — with a lynx'^s eye, — 
An instant foresight, — thought as towVing high. 
E'en, as the heart in which they are enshrin'd : 

A bright assembly on that day combinM 
Each other in his honour to outvie. 
When ''mid the fair his judgment did descry 
That sweet perfection all to her resigned. 

Unmindful of her rival sisterhood, 

He motion'd silently his preference, 

And fondly welcom''d her^ that humblest one : 

So pure a kiss he gave, that all who stood, 
Tho** fair, rejoiced in beauty's recompense : 
By that strange act my heart was quite undone ! 



1. Real natura. The poet is speaking of Charles of Luxemburg. 

14. Me empU d'invidia. Though Petrarch applauds the distinction with 
which the prince honoured his mistress, he does not seem to approve the method 
of his displaying his admiration. It is to be remembered that that kind of 
salutation was not the custom in Tuscany, as it was in France, of evincing 
courtesy to ladies in public. 
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SONETTO LII. 



LODA GLI OCCHI DI LEI, INVITANDO LE DONNE CHE BRAMANO 

ACQUISTARSI ONORE DELLE PIU BELLE VIRTU 

A SPECCHIARSI IN ESSI. 



Qual dbnna att^nde a gloridsa fama 
Di s^nno, di val6r, di cortesia, 
Miri fiso n^gli bcchj a qu^lla mia 
Nemica, che mia dbnna il mdndo chiama. 

Cdme s'acquista on6r, c6me Dio s''ama 
Com'' h giunta onesta con leggiadrla, 
Ivi s'impara ; e quaP b dritta via 
Di gir al ci^l, che Ibi asp^tta e brama : 

Ivi ''I parlar che nuUo stile agguaglia, 

E "l b^l tac^re, e qu^i santi costumi, 

Ch* ing^gno uman non pub spiegare in carte ; 

L'infinita b^U^zza ch** altrui abbaglia, 
Non vi s'^impara ; che qu^i d61ci lumi 
S'acquistan per ventdra, e non per arte. 
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SONNET LII. 

HE CELEBRATES LAURA's EYES, INVITING ALL WHO DESIRE TO OBTAIN 

A REPUTATION FOR THE MOST EXALTED VIRTUES, TO BEHOLD 

THEIR REFLECTION IN THEIR MIRROR (hER EYEs). 



She, who to gain a glorious fame aspires, 
For courage, fortitude, and wisdom's prize, 
Must seek her model in my^^s bright eyes. 
Who as my sovereign public breath attires : 

To heaven and honor win, their light inspires, 
Tells grace and virtue to assume one guise, 
They point the road to those ethereal skies. 
Who wait her spirit's flight with such desire. 

They speak a language words would vainly find ; 
Their silent eloquence — expression blest — 
No characters of mortal skill could paint : 

Proud beauty's lesson, dazzling oft the mind, 
Not there is leam'd ; their brightness is possest 
From Nature's gift, not wak'd by art's constraint.*/* 
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SONETTO LIII. 

COMMENDA LAURA ALLUDENDO AL SUO NOME, E DICE CHE TANTO PIU 

DEGNA ELLA E d'oNORE QUANTO PIU DI RADO AVVIENE CHE 

BELLEZZA E CASTITA s'UNISCANO INSIEME COME SI 

AMMIRANO IN LEI CON PERFETTA PACE. 



Arbor vittoridsa e trionfale, 
Ondr d'imperaddri e di pofeti, 
Quanti m'' hai fatto di dogliosi e li^ti 
In qu^sta br^ve mia vita mortale I 

V^ra dbnna, ed a cui di nulla cale, 

Se n6n d'ondr, che s6yt' dgni altra mibti ; 

N^ d'^amdr visco t^mi, o lacci, o r^ti : 

Ne 'nganno altrui contra '1 tuo s^nno vale. 

Gentil^zza di sangue, e Taltre care 
Cbse tra ndi, pbrle, e rubini, ed bro, 
Quasi vil sbma egualmente disprbgi. 

L'alta belta, ch' al m6ndo non ha pare, 
Noja te, se non quanto il bfel tesbro 
Di castitk par, ch' ella addrni, e fregi. 



5. Vera dontia. Quest' ^ quanto dire che colei a cui non cal' dell' ouore non 
c donna, raa furia. 
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ySONNET LIII. 



HE CELEBRATES LAURA UNDER HIS USUALLY ADOPTED SIMILE OF 

THE LAUREL, LAUDING tAe RARE COMBINATION OF BEAUTY 

AND VIRTUE HIS MISTRESS PRESENTS IN HERSELF. 



Blest laurel ! fadeless and triumphant tree ! 
Of kings and poets thou the fondest pride ! 
How much of joy and sorrow's changing tide 
In my short breath hath been awak'd by thee ! 

Lady, the will's sweet sovereign ! thou canst see 
No bliss but virtue, where thou dost preside ; 
Love'^s chain, his snare, thou dost alike deride ; 
From man'^s deceit thy wisdom sets thee free. 

Birth's native pride, and treasure's precious store, 
(Whose bright possession we so fondly hail) 
To thee as burthens valueless appear : 

Thy beauty's excellence — (none viewed before) 
Thy soul had wearied — ^but thou lov'st the veil, 
That shrine of purity adometh here. 



/ 



5. Vera donna means here " the faithful guardian of the heart's puritj.** 

13. iZ hel thoro. He makes Laura not onmindfol of her heautj, holding it 
as the shrine of Tirtue, a poetical illustration. 



$arte ^econHa 



IN MOBTB DI 



MADONNA LAURA. 



SONNETS COMPOSED AFTER 
LAURA'S DEATH. 
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SONETTO LIV. 



PIAGNE LA MORTE Dl LAURA CON MAG6I0R AFFETTO, 

CHE ARTIFIZIO. 



Oimfe il bfel viso ; oimfe il soave sguardo ; 
Oim^ il leggiadro portamento altfero : 
Oimfe 1 parlar, ch' dgni aspro ing^gno e ffero 
Fac^va umlle, ed ogni ubm vil gagliardo : 

E oimb il ddlce riso, ond' usclo 1 dardo, 
Di che mbrte, altro bfene omai non spfero : 
Alma r^kl, degnissima d'impbro, 
Se non fdssi fra ndi sc^sa si tardo. 

Per v6i convibn, ch' io arda, e 'n voi respire : 
Ch' i** pur fui vbstro : e se di v6i s6n privo 
Via m^n d'dgni sventm^a altra mi dble. 

Di speranza m'empi^ste, e di desire, 
Quand' io partii dal s6mmo piacer vivo : 
Ma 1 vbnto ne portava le parble. 
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SONNET LIV. 

THE POET BEWAILS HIS LAURA'S DEATH. 

[This sonnet appears to have been written in the first impulse of bereaved affection, 

and, nith the following sonnets, seems the offspring of the heart 

rather than of the ima^nation.3 

Alas ! that touching glance, that beauteous face ! 
Alas ! that dignity with sweetness fraught ! 
Alas ! that speech which tam'd the wildest thought ! 
That rous'd the coward, glory to embrace ! 

Alas ! that smile which in me did encase 

That fatal dart, whence here I hope for nought — 

Oh ! hadst thou earlier our regions sought. 

The world had then confessed thy sovereign grace ! 

In thee I breathM, life's flame was nursM by thee,i/ 6- 
For I was thine ; and since of thee bereav'^d, 
Each other woe hath lost its venom'd sting : 

My soul'^s blest joy ! when last thy voice on me 
In music fell, my heart sweet hope conceived ; 
Alas ! thy words have sped on zephyrs' wings ! 



13. QuanS to partii. He alludes to his visit to Laura the year before her 
death, when, about to quit Avignon to settle sometime in Italy, she displayed 
more feeling at their separation than she had ever before evinced. Petrarch 
was at Parma when Laura died. 
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SONETTO LV. 

DUOLSI DELLA MORTE DEL CARDINAL COLONNA E DI LAURA INSIEME, 

E RIFIUTA OQNI CONSOLAZIONE. 



B6tta fe Talta Coldnna, e 1 v^rde Lauro 

Che fac^an 6mbra al mio stanco p^nsi^ro : 

P^rdut' hb quel che ritrovar non spfero 

Dal Bbrea alP Austro o dal mar Indo al Mauro ! 

Tblto m' hai mbrte, il mio d6ppio tesauro 
Che mi f6a viver libto e gire altbro ; 
E ristorar nol pub tbrra n^ impbro, 
N^ gbmma oriental, n^ fbrza d'&,uro. 

Ma se Gonsentim^nto b di destino ; 
Che pbss** io pii se nb av^r Talma trista, 
Umidi gli bechj sbmpre, e T vise chino ? 

nbstra vita ch** b si bblla in vista, 

C6m pbrde agevolm^nte in un mattino 

Quel che ^n mdlt^ anni a gran p^na s^acquista. 



4. Dal Borea, Sfc. Dal settentrione a mezzodi, dall' orieute all' occidente, ov* 
^ la Mauritania. 
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SONNET LV. 

HE BEWAILS THE DEATH OF LAURA, AND THAT OF CARDINAL COLONNA, 

WHfCH HAPPENED ABOUT THE SAME PERIOD, AND 

REJECTS EVERY CONSOLATION. 



My laureird hope ! and thou Oolonna proud ! 
Your broken strength can shelter me no more ! 
Nor Boreas, Auster, Indus, Afric's shore. 
Can give me that^ whose loss my soul hath bow'd : 

My step exulting, and my joy avowM, [store ; 

Death now hath quench'^d with ye, my heart's twin 
Nor earth's high rule, nor gems, nor gold's bright ore, 
Can e'er bring back what once my heart endow'd. 

But if this grief my destiny hath will'd. 
What else can I oppose but tearful eyes, 
A sorrowing bosom, and a spirit quell'd : 

Oh life ! whose vista seems so brightly j&U'd, 

A sunny breath, and that exhaling, dies 

The hope, oft, many watchful years have swell'd. 



4. Dal Borea, S^c. North, south, east, and west. By Mauritania is meant 
the west, as our western continent was then unknown. 



^% 
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SONETTO LVI. 

DICE AVER HEMPRE TRAVAGLIOSA VITA PASSATO, E NON SPERAR 

MAI TRAMQUILUTA, ESSENDO MANCATA 

OGNI SUA OIOJA. 



La vita fugge, e non s^arr^sta un* 6ra ; 
K la mbrte vifen di^tro a gran giomate ; 
E lo obso prdsbnti, e le passate 
Mi (lanno gubrra, e le future anc6ra : 

K '1 rimdmbrar, e Taspettar m'accbra 
Or guinoi ^r quindi si, che 'n veritate, 
8(3 non ch^ i^ hb di m^ stesso pietate, 
r Harbi gi& di qu^sti pdnsibr fbra. 

Tdrimmi avanti s'aloun ddlce mai 

Ebbo '1 obr tristo ; e pbi dalF altra parte 

Vdggio al mio navigar turbati i vbnti ; 

V^ggio fortuna in pbrto, e stance omai 
II mio nocchibr, e rotte arbore e sarte, 
E i lumi bbi che mirar sbglio spbnti. 



7. Se non cK t" ho di me stesso pietate. S' io non ayessi pieta dell' anima mia 
mi sarei col suicidio gia messo faori di questi triati pensieri. 

12. V4ggio fortuna. Benchd arrirato in vista del porto, mi trovo aasalito 
dalla tempesta. 

13. II mio nocchier. La mia ragione. 
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SONNET LVI. 



HE RECALS THE ANXIETY OF HIS PAST EXISTENCE, AND NOW, 

DEPRIVED OF HIS EVERY JOY, HE DECLARES 

HIMSELF HOPELESS AND WRETCHED. 



Life hurries on, unmindful of repose, 
And death pursues, with rapid sleepless dart ; 
Whilst now in warfare round my aching heart, 
The past, the present, and the future close : 

Now sad remembrance— expectation's throei 
Their varied wounds alternately impart, 
\ I That /from my soul dar'd I her hope to part, 
Myself had quell'*d existence, and its woes. 

If e'er my heart one blissful transport knew, 
Memory recals the thrill, but soon I wake 
To mark my troubled bark amid the gale : 

My spirit sinks, e'en tho' the port I view : 
I hear the crashing mast, the cables break, 
Whilst now, no twin-starr'd oracle I hail ! 



7. Se non ch' i' ho di nU siesso pietate. If he cared not for his soul's welfare, 
he declares his grief would have tempted him to commit suicide to escape its 
torment 

12. Veggio fortuna. Though he heholds the harbour (the close of existence), 
this world's tempests still agitate him. 

18. 22 mio nocehiir. His tmooo, which seems oppressed bj trouble. 

l4.BHkmi, Lnm't^jw. 
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SONETTO LVII. 

RIPRENDE l'aNIMA, PERCHE COL PENSIERO (3 LI RIDUCEVA ALLA 
MEMORIA GLI ATTI DI LAURA MENTRE VIVEVA, CHB ERANO 
ESCA DEL SUO FUOCO AMOROSO '. E LA CONFORTA 
AD OCCUPARSI NELLE COSE CELESTE. 



Che f ki ! che pfensi ? che pur di^tro guardi 
Nel tfempo, che tomar non pubte omai, 
Anima sconsolata ? Che pur vai 
Giugufendo I6gne al fbco, 6ve tu ardi ? 

Le Bokvi parble, e i ddlci sguardi, 
Ch' ad un ad un descritti e dipint' hai, 
Son levati da tferra ; ed b (bbn sai) 
Qui ricercarli intempestivo e tardi. 

Dfeh, non rinnovellkr qu^l che n'ancide : 

Non seguir pid p^nsibr vago fallace, 

Ma saldo e cferto, ch' a bubn fin ne guide. 

Gerchiamo '1 Oifel, se qui nulla ne piace : 
Che mal p^r n6i quella belt&. si vide, 
Se viva e mbrta ne dov^a tbr pace. 
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SONNET LVII. 



HE REPROVES HIS SOUL FOR RECALLING THE IMAGE OP LACRA A8 8BE 

WAS IN EXISTENCE, AS IT CAN BUT FEED THE MEMORY OP 

HIS AFFECTION: HE CONSOLES AND ENCOURAGES 

IT TO THE CONTEMPLATION OF HEAVEN. 



What act, what thought, impels thee, oh my soul ! 
That thou wilt cling in fondness to the hour 
Whose joys now wake alone thro' memory's power! 
Why fan the flame which long hath o'er thee stole ! 

Those words,those looks, whose soft harmonious whole 
To singly trace hath been thy blissful dowV, 
'Twere vain to seek within their earthly bowV, 
Since heavVs blest tablets, now their charms enrol. 

Alas ! that thought suppress, whose fatal spell 
Must crush us in its vain — ^its phantom chain ; 
But yet another wake whose home is joy I 

Yes, seek above the bliss that earth doth quell. 
For e'en in death, as in har living reign. 
That beauty must each hope of peace destroy. 



\ 
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SONETTO LVIII. 

CERCA DI CONSOLARSI COL PENSARE CHE LA SUA DONNA SIA SALITA 

AL CIELO, E QUIVI GODA FELICE. 

Occhj miei, oscurato fe '1 nbstro s61e ; 
Anzi b salito al ciMo, ed ivi splbnde : 
Ivi '1 vedr^mo ancdra : ivi n'attbnde ; 
E di nbstro tardar fdrse gli dble. 

Or^cchie mie, Tangbliche parble 
Subnano in parte, ov' b chi mbglio intbnde. 
Pib mibi, vbstra ragi6n la non si stbnde, 
Ov' b colbi, ch' esercitar vi sble. 

Dunque perchd mi date qudsta guerra ! 
Gi^ di perder a v6i cagi6n non fui 
V^derla, udirla, e ritrovarla in terra. 

Mbrte biasmate ; anzi laudato Lui, 

Che l^ga e scibglie, e 'n un punto apre e serra ; 

E d6po 1 pianto sa far lieto altrui. 



1 . Nostro sole. Laura. 

6. Ov' e chi meglio intende. Gli angeli e le anime beate. 
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SONNET LVIII. 

HE ENDEAVORS TO FIND CONSOLATION FOR HIS BEREAVEMENT, IN 
THE REFLECTION THAT L AURA HAS ASCENDED TO HEAVE N, 
AND IS THERE ENJOYING PERFECT HAPPINESS. 



Mine eyes I our glorious sun is veil'd in night, 

Or set to us, to rise mid realms of love ; 

There we may hail it still, and haply prove 

It moum'd, that we delayM our heavenward flight. 

Mine ears I the music of her tones delight 
Those, who its harmony can best approve ; 
My feet ! who in her track so joy'd to move. 
Ye cannot penetrate her regions bright ! 

But wherefore should your wrath on me descend ? 
No spell of mine hath hush'd for ye the joy 
Of seeing, hearing, feeling, she was near : 

Go, war with death — ^yet, rather let us bend I 
To Him who can create — ^who can destroy — | 
And bids the ready smile succeed the tear. / 



1. Ndstro ttole. Laura. 

6. Ov* i chi miglio intinde. The spirits in heaven comprehend her language 
better than mortals. 
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SONETTO LIX. 

DICE CHE PENSANDO E SCRIVENDO DI LEI GLI 6EMBRA d'ESSER 

RIPRESO CHE LA PIANGA SENZA RA6I0NE, NON ESSENDO 

MORTA, MA VIVA BEATA IN CIELO. 



Se lamentar angelli, o verdi frdnde 
Mbver soavem^nte all^ aura estiva, 
O rbco m6nn6rar di Idcid' 6nde 
S'bde d'una fiorita e fr^sca riva : 

lA v' io seggia d**am6r pens6so e scriva ; 
Lei che '1 ciel ne mostrb, terra ii'asc6nde, 
Veggio, ed bdo, ed intendo : ch' anc6r viva 
Di si lontano a' sospir miei risp6nde: — 

Deh, perche innanzi tempo ti consume ? 
Mi dice con pietate : a che pur versi 
Degli bcchj tristi un dol6r6so fiume ? 

Di m^ non pianger tu : ch' e' miei dl fersi, 
M6rendo, ^terrii ; e nST etemo lume, 
Quando'mostrai di chidder, gli bcchj ap^rsi. 



7. Viggio, ed odo. Nel canto degli uccelli, nel frascheggiar delle Arondi, nel 
monnorio dell' acque, riscontraya egli la viva voce di Laura. 
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V SONNET LIX. 

LAURA HAS REPROVED HIM IN A VISION, FOR CONTINUING HIS 

MOURNFUL song: SHE TELLS HIM THAT HE OUGHT 

NOT TO GRIEVE, AS SHE IS NOT DEAD, 

BUT ALIVE IN HEAVEN. 



Where sorrowing birds awake the sad lament, 
And waving trees obey the summer's breeze, 
Where from the verdant shore the streamlet flees 
In hollow murmurs at its fury spent, 

I sit — and give lover's sweet illusions vent ; 
Whilst she^ earth now hath veil'd at heaven's decrees. 
Awakes in each her voice : my spirit sees 
Her bliss, and feels her sighs responsiTe sent. 

" Alas !'' she pitying whispers, " why consume 
Thy life's sweet age ? why suffer thus to flow 
The tide of useless sorrow from thine eye ? 

Weep not for me — I grieve not in the tomb. 
For when I slept to all that mortals know 
I wak'd to bloom in heavVs eternal sky !" 



7. Viggio ed odo. He says he hears Laura's voice in the song of the hirds, 
in the whistling of the air through the trees, and in the mormaring of the river. 
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SONETTO LX; 

DUOLSI CHE MORTE ABBIA ESTINTO IL SOLE DELL' UMANA BELLEZZA, 

E CHE EGLI NON HA ALTRO CONFORTO CHE DI YEOERLA 

IN SOGNO, O NELL' IMMAGIN AZIONE. 



Discolorato hai, Mbrte, il piil bbl v61to 
Che mai si vide ; e i pid bbgli bcchj spbnti ; 
Spirto piii acceso di virtuti ardbnti 
Del piu leggiadro e pid bM nbdo hai sciblto. 

In un mom^nto 6gni mio bbn m^hai tblto : 
Pdsto hai silbnzio a^ piil soavi aoobnti 
Che mai s'^udiro ; e m^ pibn di lamenti : 
Quant' io v^ggio m' fe nbja, e quant' io ascdlto. 

Bbn t6ma a consolar tanto doMre 
Madbnna, 6\e pietk la riconduce ; 
N^ trbvo in qu^sta vita altro soccdrso : 

E se c6m' ^Ua parla, e cdme luce 
Ridir potessi ; acc^nd^rbi d'amdre, 
Non dirb d'ubm, un cbr di tigre o d'drso. 



trt 



SONNET LX. 



Death ! thou hast blanch'd (of earth's) the brighteat face, 
And quench'd the living lustre of those eyes ; 
That spirit, deck'd with virtue's richest prize, 
Thou from its shrine hath freed, of purest grace. 

My ev'ry hope thou instant dost erase, 

Hath still'd the sweetest accents 'neath the skies ; 

Each sound, oach other object I despise. 

Whilst naught but sad complaint my soul can trace. 

My Laura ! well to soothe me in my woe. 
Thy pitying form retiu-ns in vision'd dress ; 
Alas ! I now no other joy can prove ! 

But could / speak thy words — to others show 
How bright appears thy shadow'd loveliness. 
Not man alone, but brutes would share my love '. 



tp describe hn beautilVil appenn; 
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SONETTO LXI. 



E ELLA APPAREWDOOLI, 



I 
I 



Nb mai pietdsa madre al caro figlio, 
N^ dbnna aco^Ba al suo sptiao dil^tto 
Dife' cbn taiiti eoepir, con tal sdspStto, 
In dubbio stato ai fedel consiglio ; 

C(5me a m^ qut^Ua, che '1 mio grave eeiglio 
Mirando dal suo et&rno alto ricbtto, 
Sp^sso a m6 tdrna con I'usato afffetto, 
E di dippia pietate ornata il ciglio. 

Or di madre, or d''amante : 6t t^me, 6t arde, 
D'6n&8to ("bco ; e nel parlar rai m(jstra 
Qnfil, che 'n qu^sto viaggio fugga, o e^gua. 

Contando i casi della vita nbatra ; 
Progando ch' al levar I'alina non tarde : 
E b61, quant' ella parla, hb pace o trfgua. 



PETRARCH. 173 



BONNET LXI. 

BY A BEAUTIFUL SIMILE HE DETAILS HOW iaitr^ ff^g APPp^^f^n Tft 

HIM2 COUNSELLING HIM TO SHUN EVIL, AND TO PURSUE 

THE PATH OF VIRTUE, EXALTING HIS MIND TO 

THE CONTEMPLATION OF HEAVEN. 



Oh I ne'er did mother to a cherish'd son, 
Or tender wife to her lov'd bosom's mate 
Breathe half thy anxious counsel (when stem fate 
Awakes the perils they too soon must run) : 

Such thou dost speak, when from thy heaven won, 
Thou lookest down with love of earthly date. 
Mourning my exile from thy holy gate, 
Thine eye twin-kindl'd by sweet pity's sun. 

Each love most hallow'd doth itself reveal 
Amid thy tender fears, whilst in thy voice 
I feel a Mentor in my pilgrimage : 

Numbering life's snares, I hear thy soft appeal. 
That heaven should claim my spirit's ling'ring choice; 
Thy tones wake peace, then war no more doth wage. 



8. Doppia pietate. She looks upon him with a double feeling of compassion ; 
it speaks the sympathy of a parent and a wife. 



Q 2 
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SONETTO liXII. 

COMBIENDA LA SUA DONNA, LA QUALE VIVENDO GLI SI MOSTRAVA . 
RIGIDA PER SUA SALUTE, E N£ LA RINGRAZIA, BENCH^ 
ALLORA CIO GLI CAGIONASSE DISPUCERE. 



06me va 1 m6ndo ! or mi dil^tta e place 
Quel, che piil mi di&piacque : 6r v^ggio e sbnto 
Che, p^r av^r salute, febbi torm^nto, 
E brfeve guferra per ^t^ma pace. 

O sp^ranza, o deslr s^mpre fallkce ! 
E degli amanti piil, b^n p^r un c^nto : 
O quant' ^ra 1 peggidr farmi c<5ntfento 
Qu^lla ch' 6r si^de in ci^lo, e 'n tferra giace ! 

Ma 1 ci^co am6r e la mia s6rda m^nte 
Mi traviavan si, cV andar per viva 
Fbrza mi convenia ddve mbrte fera. 

B^n^d^tta cdlbi, ch' a miglidr riva 

Vblse '1 mio c6rso ; e T^mpia vbglia ardbnte 

Lusingando affi*enb perch' io n6n p^ra. 
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V 



SONNET LXII. 



fiE RECAL8 Laura's rigid virtue, and now reveres the/ 

MEMORY OF HER COLD RESERVE, WHICH DURING 

HER LIFE USED SO TO DISPLEASE HIM. / 



Alas ! this changing world ! my prese nt joy 
W as once my ^iers dark som'ce, and now I feel 
My sufferings passed were but my soul to heal 
Its fearful warfare — ^peace's soft decoy. 

Poor human wishes ! Hope, thou fragile toy 
To lovers oft ! my woe had met its seal, 
Had she but hearken'd to my love'*s appeal, 
Who thron'd in heaven, hath fled this world's alloy. 

My blinded love, and yet more stubborn mind. 
Resistless urg'd me to my bosom's shame, 
And where my soul's destruction I had met : 

But blessed she who bade life's current find 
A holier course, who still'd my spirit's flame 
With gentle hope thati sod might triumph yet. 
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SONETTO LXIII. 

toALL* ULTIMA TERZINA SE COMPRENDE l'aRGOMENTO D1 QUESTO 

SONETTO, CIO t CHE ESSENDO RIMASTO PRIVO DELLE 

ANNOVERATE BELLEZZE, NON VUOL 

piu cantare d'amore. 



Gli bcchj di ch^ io parlai si caldam^nte ; 
E le braccia, e le mani, e i pi^di, e 1 viso ; 
Che m'av^an si da m^ st^sso diviso, 
E fatto singular dall^ altra gbnte : 

Le cr^spe chibme d^r puro luc^nte, 
E '1 lampeggiar delP angblico riso; 
Che sol^an fare in tbrra un paradiso ; 
Pbca pdlvere sdn che nulla sente : 

Ed io pur vivo : 6nde mi dbglio e sd^gno, 
Bimaso s^nza 1 lume ch^ amai tanto, 
In gran fortuna, e 'n disarmato legno. 

Or sia qui fine al mio amordso canto : 
S^cca e la vdna dell' usato ing^gno, 
E la cetera mia rivblta in pianto. 



11. in gran fortuna. In fiera lempesta. 



=> 
\ 
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SONNET LXIII. 



IT IS ONLY FROM THE LAST TERZINA THAT WE GATHER THE ARGUMENT 

OF THIS sonnet: the poet announces THE CONCLUSION 

OF HIS SONG, SINCE SHE IS DEAD WHOSE OFT SUNG 

BEAUTY HAD INSPIRED IT. 



Those qjcgs which oft have wakM my ardent song ; 
Those arms, those hands, tho se feet , that {iaiCQ.^yiiie 
Which made my heart its other self resign, 
Myself a marvel dwell amid the throng : 

Those locks whose radiance did the sunhfitainis wrong, 
That smile with a ngePs lustre seemM to shine, 
These to my heart its Eden did assign, 
But now, their essence gone, to dust belong. 

And yet I live— for this I only grieve ; 

A helpless ^r^ upon a sea of dread 

I ride, without my cherished beacon's glow: 

My strain is o'er — ^no more its love I weave— 
The spring is parch'd that once its genius fed ; 
My tuneless lyre returns no chord but woe. 



11. Jn gran fortuna. Petrarch seems fond of Ulustrating his existence by the 
figure of a dismantled bark upon a tempestuous sea. 
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SONETTO LXIV. 

MORTA LAURA, IL PETRARCA ERA FATTO PIU LIBERALE DELLB QIA 
COMPOSTE RIMB, ED ESSEN DO MOLTO STIMATE, DICE, CHB 
SE AVESSE PENSATO QUESTO, AVREBBE COMP08TO 
MEGLIO; IL CHE NON POTEA FARE. 



S* io av^si pensato, che s! care 
Fossin le v6ci de^ sospir mie^ in rima ; 
Fatte Tavrei dal sospirar mio prima 
In n^mero piil spesse, in stil piil rare. 

Mbrta colei, che mi facea parlare, 
E che si Btava de'' pensier mie^ in cima, 
N6n pbsso, e n6n hb pid si d61ce lima, 
Bime aspre e f6sche far sokvi e chiare. 

E certo, dgni mio studio in quel temp^ era 

Pur di sfogare il doWrdso cbre 

In qualche mbdo, non«d''acquistar fama : 

Pianger cercki, n6n gik del pianto on6re. 
Or vorrei b^n piacer : ma quelP altera 
Tkcito stance d6po se mi chiama. 



3. Dal sospirar mio prima. Dacche cominciai a soepirar ed a cantar di lei. 
1 3. Qiteir altera. St4 qui per nobile. 
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SONNET LXIV. 



Oh.! had I deem'd my sighs, in numbers rung, 
Could e'er have gain'd the world's approving smile, 
I had awoke my rhymes in choicer style, 
My 8orrow''8 birth more tunefully had sung : 

But she is gone whose inspiration hung 
Oa all my words, and did my thoughts beguile ; 
My numbers harsh seem'd melody awhile, 
Now ihs is mute who o'er them music flung. 

Nor fame, nor other incense, then I sought. 
But how to quell my heart''s o'erwhelming grief, 
I wept, but sought no honor in my tear : 

But could the world's fair suffrage now be bought, 
'Twere joy to gain, but that my hour is brief, 
Her lofty spirit waves me to her bier. 
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SONETTO LXV. 



ALTRO NON GLl ESSER RIMASTO DOPO LA MORTE Dl LAURA 

CHE Af ATERIA DI PIANTO. 



Soleasi nel mio cbr star bella e viva, 
Com' alta dbnna in. Ibco umile e basso : 
Or s6n fatt^ io per Tilltimo suo passo 
Non pur mdrtal, ma mbrto ; ed ella e diva. 

L^alma d'ogni suo ben spogliata e priva, 
Amdr della sua luce ignudo e casso, 
Dovrian della piet^ rdmper un sasso : 
Ma non b chi 16r dubl ricdnti, o scriva : 

Ma piangon dentro 6v' dgni orecehia e sdrda, 
Se ndn la mia ; cui tanta dbglia ingdmbra, 
Ch' altro che sospirar nulla m'^avanza. 

Veram^nte siam noi pdlvere ed dmbra : 
Veram^nte la vbglia e cieca e ''ngdrda : 
Veramente fallace e la speranza. 



8. Lor, Cio^ dell' alma e di Amore. 
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SONNET LXV. 



HE REMAINS THE SPORT OF ORIEF ALONE, SINCE THE DEATH 

OF HIS MISTRESS. 



^Mid life's bright glow she dwelt within my soul, 
The sovVeign tenant of an humble cell, 
But when for heaven she bade the world farewell, 
Death seem'd to grasp me in his fierce control : 

My withered love torn from its brightening goal — 
My soul without its treasure doomed to dwell — 
Could I but trace their grief, their sorrow tell, 
A stone might wake, and fain with them condole. 

They inly mourn, where none can hear their woe 
Save I alone, who too with grief opprest. 
Can only soothe my anguish by my sighs : 

Life is indeed a shadowy dream below ; 

Qur bl ind depiffifl by T?ft5^,f;|nn''fl chain unblest, 
Whilst Hope in treacherous withered fragments lies. 



8. Lor. Bj they and them, Petrarch refers to lore and his heart, whieh he 
continues in the succeeding lines. 
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SONETTO LXVI. 

VIVENDO LAURA, LA BELLEZZA £ l'ONESTA s'ERANO CONGIUNTE 
MORTA LEI, DICE ESSERSI SEPARATA: l'oNESTA SALITA 
AL CIELO, E LA BELLEZZA SOTTERRA. 



Due gran nemiche insi^me ^rano aggiunte, 
Belldzza ed onestlt c6n pace tanta ; 
Che mai rebellion Fanima santa 
Non senfi, poi ch** a star s^co fur giunte : 

Ed drpdr mbrte s6n sparse, e disgiunte : 
Jjunsb fe n^l cibl, ch6 &6 n6 glbria, e vanta : 
L'altra sdtferra, eh' i bbgli bccbj ammanta, 
Ond' uscir giJt tante amordse punte. 

L'atto sokve e T parlar saggio umlle, 
Che movda d'alto Ibco, e '1 ddlce sguardo, 
Che piagava T mio cbre, ancdr Tacc^nna : 

Sdno spariti : e s' al segulr son tardo, 
Fdrse awerr^, che 1 bbl n6me gentile 
Consacrerb con qu^sta stanca pdnna. 
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SONNET LXVI. 

HIS BREATHING LAURA UNITED Bg^^J^y y AND V^Rg QE IN ONE 

SHRINE ; WHEN SHE DIED, VIRTUE FLED TO HEAVEN, 

AND BEAUTY SOUGHT ITS PARENT, EARTH. 

Within one mortal shrine t wo foes had met ; 
(Beauty and Vi rtue) yet they dwelt so bright, 
That ne^er within the soul did they excite 
Rebellious thought — their union might beget : 

But, parted to fulfil great nature's debt, 

One blooms in heav'*n, exulting in its height, 

Its twin on earth doth rest, from whose veiPd night 

No more those eyes of love, man's soul can fret. 

That speech by heaven inspired, so humbly wise — 
That graceful air, — her look so winning, meek. 
That woke and kindles still my bosom's pain : 

They all have fled ; but if to gain her skies 
I tardy seem, my weary pen would seek 
For her blest name a consecrated reign ! 



L^ 



184! PETRAROA. 



SONETTO LXVII. 

DALLA FELICITA NELLA QUALE ERA MENTRE CHE LAURA VIVEVA, 

ED ORA N*^ CADUTO PER LA SUA MORTE, DIMOSTRA 

LA MISERIA DEL SUO STATO. 



Quand' io mi vblgo indibtro a mirar gli anni, 
Oh' hanno fuggbndo i mibi p^nsibri sparsi ; 
E spfento T fbco ov' agghiacciando i arsi ; 
E finite T ripbso pifen d'affanni ; 

Rdtta la (6 degli amordsi inganni ; 
E s61 due parti d'^ogni mio bbn farsi, 
L'una n^l ciblo, e Taltra in terra starsi ; 
E perduto **! quadagno d^' mibi danni ; 

I' mi riseubto ; e trbvomi si nude, 

Oh' i' pbrte invidia ad 6gni estrbma sbrte ; 

Tal e6rdbglie e paiira he di me st^sse : 

O mia st^Ua, e fertfina, e fate, e merte, 
O pdr md sbmpre delee gieme e crude, 
06me m'av^te in basse state m^sse ! 
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SONNET LXVII. 

HE CONTRASTS HIS PRESENT MISERY WITH THE HAPPINESS OF HIS 
PAST EXISTENCE, NOW FOR EVER CRUSHED 

BY Laura's death. 



When Mem'ry turns to gaze on Time gone by, 
(Which inits flight hath arm'd e'en Thought with wings,) 
And to my troubFd rest a period brings. 
Quells too the flame which long could ice defy: 

And when I mark Love'^s promise witherM lie, 
That treasure parted which my bosom wrings, 
(For shs in heav'^n, her shrine to nature clings) 
Whilst thus my toils' reward, she doth deny. 

I then awake, and feel bereav'd indeed ! 

The darkest fate on earth seems bliss to mine — 

So much I fear myself, and dread its woe ! 

Oh Fortune ! death ! oh star ! oh fate decreed ! 
Oh bitter day ! that yet must sweetly shine, 
Alas ! too surely thou hast laid me low ! 



r2 
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SONETTO LXVIII. 



DIMANDA DOVE SONO ANDATC LE PIU BELLE PARTI DELLA SUA 
DONNA, £ CONCHIUDE CHE ESSENDO MANCATE,£GLI 
NON CESSERA MAI DI PIAMGERE. 



Ov' fe la fronte, che c6n pfcciol c^nno 
Volg^a '1 mio cbre in qu^sta parte, e ^n qu^lla ! 
Ov' fe 1 bM ciglio, e Tuna e Taltra st^Ua, 
Ch' al cdrso del mio viver lume dbnno ? 

Ov** b '1 valdr, la condscbnza, e T s^nno, 
L'^accbrta, dnbsta umll ddlce favblla ? 
Ove sdn le b^Udzze aceblte in dla, 
Che gran tbmpo di m^ lor vbglia f<6nno ? 

Ov' b Pdmbra gentil del viso umano : 
Oh** bra e ripbso dava alF alma stanca, 
E la Ve i mibi p^nsibr scritti bran tutti ? 

Ov' b colbi, che mia vita bbbe in mano ! 
Quanto al nilsero m6ndo, e quanto manca 
Agli bcchj mibi ! che mai non fibno asciutti. 
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SONNET LXVm. 



HE DEMANDS WHAT HAS BECOME OF THE GRACES WHICH USED 

TO DELIGHT HIM, AND DECLARES HE CAN NEVER 

CEASE TO MOURN THEIR LOSS. 



Where now that brow, whose slightest, gentlest sign, 
My watchful heart delighted to obey ? 
Where now those beauteous eyes, whose starry ray 
My path illumined by a light divine ? 

Her courage, and her wit, that usM to shine 
In language virtuous, sweet, without display, 
Earth'^s mingFd graces hers, yet where are they 
Whose charm so long my reason did confine ? 

Where now that face, whose earthly beauty gave 
Repose and freshness to my wearied soul. 
And bore the impress of my evVy thought ? 

Where now is she who did my heart enslave ! 
Alas, poor world ! mine eyes with thee condole, 
Together we must dwell with anguish fraught ! 
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SONETTO LXIX. 

INVIOIA IL CIELO £ LA TERRA, CHE TEN6A l'uNO LO SPIRITO 
l'aLTRA IL CORPO DI LAURA, E DESIDERA 
MORIRE PER RITROVARLA. 



Quanta invidia ti pbrto, avara tferra, 
Oh' abbracci quella, cui ved^r m' b tblto ; 
E mi cdntfendi Taria d^l bbl vdlto 
Dove pace trovki d'dgni mia guferra ! 

Quanta n^ pbrto al cibl, che chiude e sbrra, 
E si cupidam^nte ha in se raecblto 
Lo spirto dalle bblle mbmbre sciblto ; 
E per altrili si rado si dissbrra. 

Quanta invidia a quelP anime, che 'n sbrte 
Hann' 6r sua santa e ddlce compagnia ; 
La quaP io cercai sbmpre con tal brama. 

Quanta alia dispietata e dura mbrte ; 
Oh' avbndo spbnto in Ibi la vita mia, 
Stassi ne' subi bbgli bcchj, e me non chiama. 
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SONNET LXIX. 

BE ENVIES HEAVEN FOR POSSESSING LAURa's SPIRIT, AND AGAIN 

EARTH FOR RETAINING HER INANIMATE BODV, AND 

DESIRES DEATH THAT HE MAY REJOIN HER. 



Rapacious earth ! I envy thee the prize 
Thyself hast won, and, hidden from my sight ; 
Thou hast encIosM that face, whose shadowy light 
Woke peace amid the warfare of my sighs : 

And thou, oh Heaven ! (in whose high bosom lies 
Her spirit freed from this, its dwelling bright), 
I envy thee, for thou dost hail its flight. 
Thou, who to few dost ope thy hallow'*d skies. 

Blest spirits ! ye I envy for the joy 
That I on earth most panted to obtain. 
Sweet fellowship with her in converse blest : 

And death ! I envy thee ; thou didst destroy 
My life in hers ; dost on those sweet orbs reign, 
Yet wiliest not that / should share her rest. 
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SONETTO LXX. 

ESAGERA LA SUA INFELICITA DA ALCUNI PARTICOLARI DI 

VAL' CHIUSA, dove MORI LAURA, I QUALI NON POTEVA 

MIRARE bENZA GRAVE AFFANNO. 



Valle, che de** lamenti mi^i se pi^na ; 
Fiume, che spesso del mio pianger cr^sci ; 
F^re silvestri, vaghi ang^Ui, e pesci, 
Che Tuna e Taltra verde riva affrena : 

Aria de^ miei sospir calda e serena ; 
Ddlce sentibr, che si amaro rfesci ; 
Cblle, che mi piacesti, or mi rincresci, 
Ov' anc6r per usanza Am6r mi mena : 

Bfen ricondsco in v6i Tusate fdrme, 
Non, lasso, in m^ ; che da si lifeta vita 
S6n fatto albfergo d'infinita dbglia. 

Quinci vedea T mio bfene ; e per qu^st^ 6rme 
T6mo a veder, 6nd^ al ciel nuda d gita 
Lasciando in terra la sua b^Ua spbglia. 



1. Vallc. Val'CLiusa. 

2. Fiume. Sorga. 
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SONNET LXX. 

WRITTEN ON THE POET's RETURN TO VAL' CHIUSA AFTER LAURa's 

death: he feeds his grief by contemplating every 
feature of the landscape in whose neigh- 
bourhood she had lived and died. 

Sweet vale ! that echoest my lone complaint ; 
Bright flood ! augmented by my mingling tear ; 
Ye tameless beasts ! and songsters wandVing here ! 
Ye fish ! that own these verdant shores' restraint : 

And thou, soft air ! my sighs too warmly taint ; 
Gay path ! that now so lonely doth appear ; 
Calm smiling mount, yet seeming now so drear, 
Love leads me back to ye with sweet constraint. 

I mark your ev'*ry feature still the same, 
Whilst I, alas ! myself no longer trace ; 
Joy^'s early shrine is changM to that of woe : 

From hence my love I viewM, and now I came 
To trace from whence she fled to heav'n''s blest space, 
And left her beauteous mortal shrine below ! 



1. Valle, Val* Chiusa. 

2. Fiume, Soiga. 

10. Non^ lasso, in m^, Petrarch sajs he no longer recognizes in himself the 
same person who once used to sympathise with the beauty of the landscape. 
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SONETTO LXXI. 

NARRA UNA SUA VISIONE CHE GLI PARTE d'eSSERE NEL CIEL DI 
VENERE A VEOER LA SUA DONNA, CHE LO CONFORTO 

INCREDIBILMENTE. 

Levbmmi il mio pensi^ro in parte ov' ^ra 
Quella, ch' io cerco, e ndn ritrbvo in terra : 
. Ivi fra 16r, che "*! tferzo cerchio sbrra, 
La rividi piii b^Ua, e meno altbra. 

Per man mi prese, e disse : in questa spbra 
Sarai anc()r meco, se ''I desir non brra : 
I** son colbi, che ti dib tanta gubrra, 
E compie' mia giomata innanzi sera. 

Mio b^n n6n cape in intellbtto umano : 
Te s61o aspbtto ; e quel che tanto amasti, 
E 1^ giuso b rimaso, il mio b^l velo. 

Dbh, perch€ tacque, ed allargb la mano ? 
Oh' al subn di detti si pietosi e casti 
Pbco mancb, ch' io non rimasi in ciblo. 



6. Se 7 desir non erra» Se i desideij del cuor tuo tenderanno d'ora innansi 
alle cose di quassu e non piu a quelle della terra, siccome ban* fatto slnora. 



PETRAKCH. 193 



• SONNET LXXI. 

HE RELATES A VISION, IN WHICH HE ASSUMES TO HAVE DISCOVERED 

HIS MISTRESS IN THE PLANET VENUS, AND FROM WHOM 

HE DERIVES THE GREATEST CONSOLATION. 



My wand'ring fancy took a heavenward flight, 
For her who I on earth have sought in vain, 
I found her mid the souls in heaven'*s third reign. 
Her mien less haughty, and her form more bright : 

She touched my hand, and said : " These realms of light, 
(If such thy hope^) with me thou yet wilt gain ; 
Behold in me the spring of all thy pain, 
Whose mom was darken"'d by an early night. 

My bliss no mortal now can understand ; 
For thee I wait, and for the hour decreed 
Of resurrection to my mortal shrine/ 



Vi 



Oh, wherefore cease ? Oh, why withdraw her hand ? 
Her pitying tones my soul had well nigh freed, 
And I like her had found a home divine. 



3. Fra lor. The planet Venus is assigned to those qtirits who have been 
virtuous votaries at the shrine of the goddess during life. 

4. M6no altera. Her countenance was freed from the very serious, ahnost 
severe expression with which she used sometimes to regard her lover. 

6. Se 'I desir non erra. She told him he would rejoin her if he cast aside 
earthly wishes, by which formerly he was so governed. 
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SONETTO LXXII. 

IL POETA VA ACCRESCENDO LK PRESENTE SUA MISERIA, CON LA 
FELICITA CHE GODEVA VIVENDO LEI. 



Amdr, che meco al bubn tempo ti stavi 
Fra queste rive a^ pansier nbstri amiche ; 
E, per saldar le ragidn nbstre antiche, 
Mdco e col fiume ragionando andavi ; 

Fi6r, fr()ndi, erbe, dmbre, antri, 6nde, kure sokvi ; 
Valli chiuse, alti cblli, e piagge apriche ; 
Pbrto dell'^amdrdse mie fatiche ; 
Delle fortune mie tante, e si gravi : 

O vaghi abitatdr de' v^rdi bbschi ; 

ninfe, e voi che 1 fresco erbdso f6ndo 
Del liquido cristallo albbrga e pasce : 

1 mibi di fur si chiari ; or son si fdschi ; 
Gdme mbrte che '1 fa. Cosl n6[ mdndo 
Sua Ventura ha ciascun dal di che nasce. 



14. Sua Ventura, Sfc. Non strettamente parlando ; e certo non ciistianamente. 
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SONNET LXXII. 



THE POET ENCOURAGES HIS GRIEF, BY RECALLING HIS HAPPINESS 
WHEN LAURA WAS PRESENT WITH HIM. 



Love ! thou, who in my joy was wont to stay, 
Upon these friendly shores, which fed our dream. 
Discoursing still with me, and that bright stream, 
That we our long and mutual debt might weigh : 

Shades! caverns! waves! and nature'*s sweet array ! 
Still vales! proud hills! plains that with verdure teem; 
Ye home and witness of my love's sad theme, 
My blighted hope, and fortune's changing sway : 

Sweet, tuneful dwellers in the smiling grove ! 
Gay nymphs ! and ye^ the liquid crystal's bed 
Doth feed and welcome to its home of bloom ! 

Life's chain for me seem'd once so brightly wove, 
Now dark as death, thro' whom its sweetness fled : 
Thus at his birth each greets his coming doom. 



14. Sua Ventura^ ^c. Not strictly speaking, and certainly not the sentiment 
of a christian. 
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SONETTO LXXIII. 

AGGRANDISCE LA SUA MESTIZIA DALL' ALLE6REZZE CHE PRENDONO 

LE ALTRE COSE NELLA PRIMAVERA. 



Zefiro t6rna, e T bfel tfempo rim^na, 
E i fi6ri e T^rbe, sua d61ce famiglia ; 
E garrir Prbgne ; e pianger Filomfena ; 
E primavfera Candida e vermigUa. 

BMono i prati, e 1 cifel si rasser^na ; 
Gibve s'^all^gra di mirar sua figlia : 
L'aria, e Tacqua, e la terra e d'amdr pi^na : 
Ogni animal d^amar si riconsiglia. 

Ma p^r m^, lasso, t6mano i pid gravi 
Sospiri, che d^l cbr profondo tragge 
Quella, ch' al ciel se ne portb le chiavi : 

E cantar augell^tti, e fiorir piagge, 
E 'n bblle dbnne oneste atti, soavi, 
Sono un d^sbrto, e f^re aspre e selvagge. 



11. Chiavi. Quella del dolore e I'altra del piacere, come colei che poteva a 
voglia sua renderlo tristo 6 lieto. 
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SONNET LXXIII. 



the poet expresses renewed sadness, in contemplating 
nature's universal rejoicing at the 

RETURN OF ^PRING. ^^^^^^^^^ M-i 



Bright Zephyrus returns, and with his breath 
His fruitful flow'ry progeny awakes ; 
The warbling choir with Philomel outbreaks, 
And roseate spring shakes oflF the sleep of death : 

Heaven crowns the meadows with a smiling wreath ; 
Jove, Venus hails, and glad rejoicing makes : 
All nature in one strain of love partakes. 
All taste anew the boon Heav'n did bequeath. 

For me, alas ! sighs welcome back the spring, 
My only offering since that angePs flight. 
Who stole my heart's twin key of joy and woe : 

The flowering meadows that with music ring. 
Soft beauty's charm, array'd in virtue's light. 
On me the wilderness of thought bestow. 



11. Chiavi. Petrarch says she hore the keys of his heart away; the one of 
joy, and the other of sorrow, for in life she madt him gay or sad at pleasure. 
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SONETTO LXXIV. 

SENTENDO CANTARE XL ROSSIGNUOLO, SI RICORDA DELLA SUA DURA 
SORTE, TAMTO PIU DURA, QUANTO MENO PREVEDUTA; E 

conchiude con una bella sentenza morale, 
ch' ogni piacere in questa vita e breve. 



Qufl rdsignubl, che si soave piagnd 
F6rse subi figli, o sua cara cdnsbrte, 
Di dolc^zza ^mpie il ciblo e le campagne 
Con tante nbte si pietdse, e scbrte : 

E tutta nbtte par che m'accompkgne, 
E mi ramm^nti la mia dura sbrte : 
Ch' altri che m^ non hb, di cui mi lagne : 
Che 'n Dbe non cred^v' io regnasse mbrte. 

O che libve b ingannar chi s'^assecura ! 
Qu^' duo bei lumi assai pid che '1 s61 chiari 
Chi pensb mai ved^r far terra oscdra ? 

Or condsco io, che mia fera ventura 
Vubl, che vivbndo e lagrimando impari 
Come nulla qua giil dilbtta e dura. 
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^ SONNET LXXIV. 



THE SONG OF THE NIGHTINGALE REMINDS HIM OF HIS UNHAPPY 

DESTINY. HIS SORROW APPEARS TO HIM MORE ACUTE, FROM 

ITS HAYING BEEN UNFORESEEN. HE CONCLUDES 

WITH A MORAL REFLECTION. 



The nightingale that oft so sweetly grieves, 
Perchance her young, or fondly cherished mate. 
Whose notes harmonious breathe at heav'n''s gate, 
Whilst earth responds the woe her bosom heaves : 

All night she to my footsteps faithful cleaves, 
And thus reminds me of my wretched fate ; 
My only grief is, that I learnM too late 
Death ©""er a goddess still his power achieves. 

How light the task to cheat the self-secure ! 
Whoe'er had deem'd those eyes, (whose dazzling light 
The sun had rivalPd), would have known decay : 

Mid ceaseless tears, to grief my soul inure, 
Fate wills it ever should this truth indict, * 
Each joy is wing'd, and not on earth will stay. 
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SONETTO LXXV. 

MOSTRA CHE NON £ MAI PER YEDERE, N^ PER UDIRE COSA 

CHE LO CONFORTI. 

! N^ p^r ser^no cielo ir vaghe stelle ; 
N^ per tranquillo mar legni spalmati ; 
N^ p^r campagne cavalibri armati ; 
N^ p^r bei bbschi allegre ftre e snfeUe ; 

N^ d'^aspettato ben fresche novfeUe ; 
N^ dir d'am6re in stili alti, ed ornati ; 
N^ tra chiare fontane e v^rdi prati 
Dolce oantare oneste dbnne e bfelle ; 

N^ altro sark mai ch' al cbr m'aggiunga ; 

SI s^co il sbppe quella seppellire, 

Che s61a agli occhj mibi fu lume, e spbglio. 

Nbja m' b '1 viver si gravcJsa, e lunga, 
Ch' r chiamo il fine per lo gran desire 
Di rived^r cui n6n veder fu '1 mbglio. 
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SONNET LXXV. 



THE POET DECLARES THERE IS NOTHING FROM WHICH HE 
CAN EVER DERIVE PLEASURE. 



* 



No starry dream, awak'd in cloudless sky ; 
Nor gallant bark that ploughs the tranquil main : 
No warlike throng, proud gleaming o'er the plain ; 
Nor sylvan sport of beasts that nimbly fly ; 

Not joy'*s dispatch, for which the heart doth sigh ; 
Nor love's sweet song, adorn'd in loftiest strain ; 
Nor beauty's virtuous note, amid the reign 
Of smiling meads and founts heav'n doth supply. 

Not these, nor aught again can give me joy, 
For she who was my eyes' fond mirror'd light, 
Hath known too well my spirit to entomb : 

My life prolong'd, my soul doth so annoy, • 
I pray its close, that she may bless my sight, 
Whom had I never seen, were happier doom. 
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SONETTO LXXVI. 

SI DCOLE CHE ESSENDO LAURA SALITA IN CIELO, EGLI NON POSSA 
ESSER CON LEI, DOPO TANTO PENE A 60DERE. 



Passato fe '1 tfempo omai, lasso, che tanto 
Con refrigferio in mbzzo '1 fbco vissi : 
Passato ^ quella di ch' io piansi, e scrissi ; 
Ma lasciato m' ha b^n la pena, e '1 pianto. 

Passato e '1 viso si leggiadro, e santo : 
Ma passando, i dolci bcchj al cbr m'ha fissi, 
Al cbr gia mio ; che segu^ndo partissi 
Lfei- ch' avvblto Tavea nel suo bbl manto. 

Ella 1 se ne portb sott^rra e 'n cielo ; 
Ov' or trionfa ornata delP allbro 
Che meritb la sua invitta onestate. 

Cosl disciblto dal. mortal mio velo, 

Ch"* a fbrza mi tibn qui, fuss' io con loro 

Fubr de' sospir fra Tanime bekte. 
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SONNET LXXVI. 

HE GRIEVES THAT LAURA HAVING ASCENDED TO HEAVEN, HE 

IS STILL SEPARATED FROM HER, AFTER ALL THE 

SORROW HE HAS ENDURED. 



Alas I that time hath pass'd for ever here, 
In which my heart rejoic'd amid its flame ; 
She too I wept, and traced so oft her name, 
Hath fled, and left me but my pen and tear. 

Yet ere that sacred face could disappear. 
She planted in my heart her eyes' sweet aim, 
That heart my rule had quitted, TierB to claim. 
Rejoicing in a home so bright, so dear. 

And then by Heav'n recalled, she bore it hence 
Where now she reigns, adorn'd with laurel blest, 
Sweet triumph she hath won by virtue rare ! 

Oh ! with this mortal veil could I dispense, 
With which in vain I strive ; what joy to rest 
Amid unmouming spirits of the air ! 
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SONETTO LXXVII. 

SI DUOLE, CHE ESSENDO PRESSO ALLA VECCHIEZZA, QUANDO 

SPERAYA DI GODERE DELL' ONESTO AMORE DELLA 

SUA DONNA, ELLA SIA MORTA. 



Tutta la mia i&orita e v^rde etade 
Passava ; e 'ntepidir sentia gih. '1 fbco 
Ch' arse T mio cbr ; ed fera giunto al Iboo 
Ove sc^nde la vita ch' al fin cade : 

Gi^ incominciava a prfender securtade 
La mia cara nemica a pbco a pbco 
De' subi sdspfetti ; e rivolg^va in giboo 
Mie p^ne acbrbe sua d61ce onestade : 

Prfesso ^ra 'I tbmpo ddv** Amdr si sc6ntra 
Gon castitate ; ed agli amanti i dato 
Sed^rsi insieme, e dir che 16ro incdntra. 

Mbrte bbbe invidia al mio felice stato ; 
Anzi alia spbme ; e f^glisi alF incdntra 
A mbzza via, cdme nemioo armato. 
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s6nnet lxxvii. 



HE GRIEVES THAT LAURA SHOULD HAVE DIED WHEN THEY WERE 
ABOUT TO REAP THE REWARD OF A LONG AND VIRTUOUS 
AFFECTION, AND HE HAD ARRIVED AT 
A MATURER AGE. 



Life''s brightest spring, with all its young perfume, 
Were fast exhaling ! almost calmly wan'd 
My heart's fierce flame — for I that point had gain'd 
Whence nature proves the escort to her tomb. 

Insensibly, sweet trusfs incipient bloom, 
My cherish^d enem/s pure heart attained, 
With virtuous raillery she oft arraigned 
My grief — which told its bitterness in gloom. 

The time was near when Love''s ethereal flame 
Wreathes o'^er its votaries this sacred power, 
To speak the mutual incense of the heart : 

But soon death envious of my bliss became, 
Nay, of my hope — in its meridian hour, 
An armed foe he met us with his dart. 
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SONETTO LXXVIII. 

CONTINUA A DOLERSI, CHE ABBIA PERDUTA LA FELICITA, 
DALLA QUALE ERA POCO LONTANO. 



Tfempo fera omai da trovar pace o tregua 
Di tanta guferra ; ed feram in via fdrse ; 
Se n6n che i libti passi indifetro tbrse 
Chi le disagguaglianze nbstre ad^gua : 

Che c6me n^bbia al v^nto si dil^gua, 
Cosl sua vita silbito trasoorse 
Qu^lla che gi^ co' bfegli bcohj mi scbrse ; 
Ed or c6nvifen che c61 p^nsi^r la s^gua. 

Pbco av^va a 'ndugiar, che gli anni e 1 pelo 
Cangiavano i costilmi : dnde s6sp^tto, 
N6n fbra il ragionar del mio mal s^co. 

Con che 6nbsti s6spiri Tavr^i detto 
Le mie lunghe fatiche, ch' 6t dal oi^lo 
V^de, s6n cferto, e dublsene anc6r m6co. 
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SONNET LXXVIII. 



UPON THE SAME SUBJECT AS THE LAST. 



My life's long warfare seem'd about to cease, 
Peace had my spirits contest well nigh freed ; 
But levelling death, who doth to all concede 
An equal doom — clipp''d Time's blest wings of peace 

As zephyrs chase the clouds of gathering fleece. 
So did her life from this world's breath recede, 
Their vision'd light could once my footsteps lead, 
But now my all, save thought, she doth release. 

Oh ! would that she her flight awhile had stay'd, 
For time had stamp'd on me his warning hand, 
And calmer I had told my storied love : 

To her in virtue's tone I had conveyed 

My heart's long grief — now^ she doth understand, 

And sympathizes with that grief above. 
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SONETTO LXXIX. 

DOL£NDOSI d'aVER VANEGGI4T0 PER COSA POCO DCREYOLE, DICE 
AVER POSTO l'aMORSUO IN CONTEMPLARE LE BELLEZZE 

dell' anima della sua donna. 



I di mi^i piu leggibr, che nessiln cbrvo, 
Fuggir com' 6mbra ; e non vider pi^ bfene, 
Ch' un batter d'bcchio, e pbche ore serine, 
Ch' amare e dolci n^Ua mbnte sbrvo. 

Mlsero m6ndo, instabile, e pr6tbrvo, 
Del tutto b cibco, chi ''n t^ pon' sua spbne : 
Che 'n te mi fu **! cbr tblto ; ed or sel tibne 
Tal, ch** b gi^ tbrra, e non giunge bsso a nbrvo. 

Ma la forma miglior, che vive anc6ra, 
E vivra sbmpre su n^ir alto ciblo ; 
Di sue bellezze ognor piu m'innam6ra. 

E vb sol in pensar cangiando ""l p^lo, 
QuaP ella b bggi, e in qual parte dimbra ; 
Qual a veddre il suo leggiadro velo. 
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SONNET LXXIX. 



HE LAMENTS HAYING PLACED HIS HOPE IN A PERISHABLE BEING, 

AND SAYS THAT HIS UNQUENCHED LOVE FOR LAURA 

FINDS CONSOLATION IN CONTEMPLATING 

HER ETHEREAL SPIRIT. 



Oh ! swifter than the hart my life hath fled, 
A shadowed dream ; one winged glance hath seen 
Its only good ; its hours (how few serene !) 
The sweet and bitter tide of thought have fed : 

Ephemeral world ! in pride and sorrow bred, 
Who hope in thee, are blind as I have been ; 
I hop'd in thee, and thus my heart's lov'd queen 
Hath borne it mid her nerveless, kindred dead. 

Her form decayed — its beauty still survives, 
For in high Heav''n that soul will ever bloom, 
With which each day I more enamour''d grow : 

Thus tho' my locks are blanch'd, my hope revives 
In thinking on her home — her i^uPs high doom : 
Alas ! how changM th^shn^ she left below ! 
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SONETTO LXXX. 

TORNANDO A VAL' CHIUSA DOPO LA MORTE DI LAURA SI DUOLE CHE 
NON SIA EGLI MORTE PRIMA DI LEI COME AVEA DESIDERATO. 



Sfento Taura mia antica ; e i d61ci cblli 
Veggio apparir, 6nde T b^l lume nacque, 
Che t^nne gli bcchj mibi, m^ntr** al ci^l piacque, 
Bramosi e li^ti ; or gli ti^n tristi e mblli. 

O caduche speranze, o p^nsi^r fblli ! 
Vedove T^rbe, e t6rbide son Tacque ; 
E vbto, e fr^ddo T nido in ch** ella giacque, 
Nel qual io vivo, e morto giacer vblli : 

Sperando al fin dalle soavi piante, 

E da** begli bcchj subi, che '1 cbr m"* hann** arso 

Ripbso alcun delle fatiche tante. 

Ho servito a signor crud^lo e scarso : 
Ch** arsi quanto ""l mio fbco bbbi davante ; 
Or vb piangbndo il suo c^nere sparse. 
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SONNET LXXX. 

UPON HIS RETURN TO VAl' CHIUSA, AFTER LAURA's DEATH, THE 

POET LAMENTS HAVING SURVIVED HER, AS IT HAD EVER 

BEEN HIS HOPE TO PRECEDE HER TO THE TOMB. 



I feel my heart's sweet native breeze ! I see [light, 
Those swelling hills, whence sprang that beauteous 
Which long as Heaven ordain'*d, had fed my sight, 
But now that air breathes heavily o'er me ! 

Dull thoughts ! and hopes that only wake to flee ! 
Cold widow'd herb ! and stream no longer bright ! 
Her home is dark, where I had dwelt in might, 
And pray'd yet more, that I in death should be ! 

I dream'd — to feel her step upon my grave. 
To know those eyes in tears, my heart illumM, 
Would soothe my long fed grief to rest at last : 

To what imperious lord am I the slave ? 
His living fire my powers then consumed, 
And now, each hope his withered embers blast ! 



7. E freddo 7 nido. In spcakiug of Laura's home, he does not confine himself 
exactly to Cabrieres : he means the vicinity, with its river and meadows, where 
they often wandered together. 

11. Signor crudele. He means Love, who disappointed him during Laura's 
life, and by her death reduced him to despair. 
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SONETTO LXXXI, 

RISPONDB IN RIME A JACOPO COLONNA CHE s'ERA RALLEGRATO 
dell' INCORONAZJONE del FETRARCA in ROMA. 



Mai n6n vedranno le mie luci asciutte 
Con le parte delP animo tranquillo 
Quelle nbte, 6v' Amor par che sfaville, 
E pieta di sua man Tabbia costrutte : 

Spirto gik invitto alle terrene lutte 
Ch'' or su dal ci^l tanta ddlcezza stille ; 
Oh' alio stil, onde mbrte dipartille, 
Le disviate rime hai ricdndutte ; 

Di mie tbnere frdndi altro lavoro 
Credea mostrarti, e qual ftro pianeta 
Ne 'nvidib insieme ? o mio nbbil tdsbro, 

Oh' innanzi tbmpo mi Tasconde, e vibta, 
Che col cbr veggio, e con la lingua onoro ? 
E 'n td, d61ce sospir, Talma s''acqueta. 
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SONNET LXXXI. 



IN REPLY TO THE BISHOP COLONNA, WHO HAD WRITTEN TO CON- 

GRATULATE THE POET ON HIS CORONATION AT ROME, 

AND DIED BEFORE PETRARCA COULD REPLY TO HIM. 



Oh ! ne'er shall I behold, with tearless eye, 
Or tranquil soul, those characters of thine, 
In which affection doth so brightly shine, 
And charity's own hand I can descry ! 

Blest soul ! that could this earthly strife defy. 
Thy sweets instilling frpm thy home divine. 
Thou wak'st in me the tone which once was mine. 
To sing my rhymes death's power did long deny. 

With these, my brow's young leaves, I fondly dream'd 
Another work than this had greeted thee ; 
What iron planet envied thus our love ? 

My treasure ! veil'd ere age had darkly gleam'd ; 
Thou — whom my song records — my heart doth see ; 
Thou wak'st my sigh, and sighing, rest I prove. 



5. Inviito alle terrene lutle. He alludes to the persecution the Colonna familj 
received from the Romish church, and which they sustained so nohlj. 

6. StiUe. He says, the bishop from his home in heaven has re-awakened in him 
the power of singing his rhymes, of which Laura's death for some time deprived 
him. 
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SONETTO LXXXII. 



SI CONSOLA DEL DANNO RICEVUTO PER LA MORTE DI LEI, CON LA 
GLORIA CH' ELLA CODE NEL CIELO. 



Or hai fatto Testr^mo di tua pbssa, 

crud^l mbrte ; 6t hai ''1 regno d'amdre 

Impoverito ; or di bellezza il fi6re 

E T lume hai spbnto, e chiuso in pbca fbssa. 

Or hai spogliata nbstra vita, e scbssa 
D'ogni omamento, e del sovran suo ondre : 
Ma la fama, e 1 val6r che mai non mbre, 
Non b in tua fbrza : kbbiti ignude Pbssa : 

Che Taltro ha 1 ciblo, e di sua chiaritate, 
Quasi d'un pi^ bbl sol, s'allegra, e glbria, 
E fia '1 mdndo de' bubn sbmpre in membria. 

Vinca '1 cbr vbstro in sua tanta vittbria, 
Angel nbvo, la su di me pietate ; 
Come vinse qui '1 mio vbstra beltate. 
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SONNET LXXXII. 



HE CONSOLES HIMSELF FOR THE LOSS HE HAS HIMSELF SUSTAINED, 
BY REFLECTING UPON LAURA's BLISS IN H£AV£N. 



Death ! thou hast done thy worst ; thy cruel bow 
Hath robVd Love's sov'reign rule, of half its might, 
Hath crush'd the flo wV, and quenchM soft beauty's light, 
Which now on earth's dark home, their charms bestow. 

From life thou hast withdrawn its brightest glow. 
Its sweetest grace, and honour's proud delight ; 
But fadeless virtue, Death ! thou canst not smite, 
Man's bones alone to thee, allegiance owe ! 

Heav'n claims its subject soul — new glory sheds, 

As tho' rejoicing in a waken'd sun, 

To welcome Jier^ bright pledge ot good on earth : 

Oh spirit ! that the skies an angel treads. 

In pity let thy triumph be begun 

For him, who too was vanquished by thy worth. 
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SONETTO LXXXIII. 

CHE PER LA MORTE DI LEI E RIMASTO COSI MISERO, CHE BRAMA 
DI MORIRE, E PROMETTE CO' SUOI VERSI DI FARLA 
ANCO IN TERRA IMMORTALE. 



L'kura, e Podore, e '1 r^frig^rio, e Tdmbra 
Del d61ce lauro, e sua vista fiorita, 
Lume e ripbso di mia stanca vita, 
Tblto ha colei, che tutto ''1 mondo sgombra. 

Come a noi T sol, se sua sorbr Tadombra, 
Oosi Talta mia luce a me sparita, 
lo chbggio a mbrte incontr' a mbrte aita : 
Di sl[ scuri pensibri amor m'ingombra. 

Dormito hai, bblla dbnna, un breve sonno : 
Or se' svegliata fra gli spirti ^letti, 
Ove nel suo Fattor Talma s'intbma : 

E se mie rime alcuna cbsa pbnno, 

Consecrata fra i n6bili intellbtti, 

Fia del tuo nome qui m^mbria etbma. 



0. Un brive $6nno. Questo e i due versi sequenti lascian* sensa rivale-il 
Petrarca fra quanti poeti al mondo e furono e sono. 



SONNET LXXXIII. 



, HISONUf-BOItB-lS I 



Death ! who alone a breathing world can still, 
Hath robbM lue of my laurel's sweet perfume — 
My cooling breeze, — my flower's gentle bloom, — 
Which shed repoae and light upon my ill. 

As Dian, Phcebus veils in ehadowa chill, 
So hath my light exalted, set in gloom ; 
I death invoke for aid against his tomb, 
With such dark thoughts doth Love my bosom fill. 

Oh, beauteous lady .' thou hast briefly slept, 
To wake in bliss, where Man's elected soul 
Doth contemplate its great creator — God ! 

And should the breath of fame my rhymes accept, 
The gifted here, with them, shall thee enrol, 
Thy name shall ever bloom on earth's fair sod. 



t. Ib chigi/iB a mMi. He ininkeii Deslh lo ^eleaso him fiom ILe ^m 
* 1Dea&) liDs iDflicted qjhju bim, hj robtdng him of Lhuto. 

e. Un brim lanm. Tliia and the two Jullowing Itnea ue most Bablime, 
taacgaet bunUD life to a sleep, wsMag Id lire elGTnal, 

18. I nihili inlilUlli. Laura's Qsme Bball bs claiKd amongst tbe 
, elalted and the most noble in iatellect. 



SONETTO LXXXIV. 



L'^ltimo, lasso, de' mifei gitSrni all^gii, 
(Che pbchi hb visto in qui^eto viver brfere) 
Giunt' era ; e fatto 'I cbr tfepida neve, 
Fdrso preeago de' d1 tristi e ni5gri. 

Qual ha giti i nfervi, e i pfiisi, e i pansier fegri, 
Oui domfestica ffebbre assalir deve ; 
Tal mi scntia, non sapend' io che IBve 
Vfenisse '1 fin de' mifei bfen non int^gri. 

Gli bcchj bfelli, 6ra, in cifel chiari, e ffilioi 
Del lume, onde aalflte e vita pibve 
La^ciando i miei qui miseri, e mendici, 

Dic6an \6r con faville oneste e nbve : 

Eimanetevi in pace, o can amici : 

Qui mai piil no, ma rivedrijnne altrove. 



PETRARCH. 219 



' SONNET LXXXIV. 



HE RECALS MANY TOKENS IN HIS LAST VISIT TO LAURA, BY WHICH 

HE MIGHT HAVE FORESEEN HER DEATH; AND HE MOURNS 

THAT HE WAS NOT THEN AWARE OF THEM. 



My last bright day had shed its op'*ning beam, 
(Alas ! but few doth life on me bestow) 
My heart within, sank like dissolving snow, 
Sad presage of my pleasure'*s closing gleam. 

With nerveless frame, and mind as his doth seem 
Whose feverM veins with plague incipient glow, 
I prostrate felt — yet then I did not know 
That I must wake from joy''s unfinished dream. 

Those beauteous eyes from Heaven exulting shine 
With that blest light, whence issues health and life ; 
Yet here, (ere mine they left in beggar'd joy) 

They seem'd to say, with glance so new, benign, 
** Oh peaceful dwell ! we part from earthly strife. 
To meet, my friend, in bliss, without alloy !'' 



3. Tepida neve. When he quitted her, he could scarcely restrain his tears. 

4. Forse presago de' di trisii, Sfc. Heavy misfortunes are often ushered in bj 
an irresistible presentiment of evil in the mind, as though to prepare it for the 
coming blow ; but as we naturally shrink from the anticipation of sorrow, the 
wamin^ voice is often disregarded, and we remember its tones only, in aggra- 
vation of our grief. 
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SONETTO LXXXV. 



SI CRUCIA, CHE IL CIELO AVESSE COSI OROINATO DI TOGLIERGLI 

LAURA, E CHE EGLI DAL DI LEI ASPETTO 

NON SE N'aVVEDESSE. 



gi6mo, o ora, o iiltimo mom^nto, 
st^Ue congiurate a 'mpoverirme ! 
fido sguardo, 6t che vol^i tu dirme, 
Part^nd' io per non fesser mai contento ? 

Or condsco i mi^i danni ; or mi ris^nto : 
Ch' i' cred^va (ahi cr^d^nze vane e ''nfirme !) 
P^rder parte, non tutto, al dipartirme. 
Quante speranze se ne pbrta il vento i 

Che gia il contrario ^ra ordinato in cielo, 
Sp^gner Talmo mio lume, ond' io viv^a ; 
E scritto era in sua dolce amara vista. 

Ma innanzi agli bcchj m' fera p6sto un v^lo, 
Che mi f^a non veder quel ch' i' ved^a ; 
Per far mia vita siibito piii trista. 



11. 7n sua dolce amara vista. Dolce sta qui per rassegnata ; e amara \h^t 
qiiello che dava indizi di malattiu e di ftiorte. 
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^ SONNET LXXXV. 



VPON THE SAME SUBJECT AS THE LAST. 



Oh day ! oh hour ! moment's short review ! 
Ye stars ! together leagued to strip my heart ! 
Oh, faithful glance ! what wouldst thou then impart, 
When last to thee and joy I bade adieu ? 

But now my loss I know ; I feel anew [dart 

How vain Man's dream; I thought not Time's wing'd 
Stole all my joy, but with her presence^ part — 
Alas ! how many hopes the winds subdue. 

Heav'n had pronounc'd that we no more should meet, 
The light my heart had fed should be bereav'd, 
Her cheek resigned, and pale, had told my doom ! 

But o'er my sight was cast a vision'd cheat, 
I saw not that^ which yet my eyes receiv'd. 
And this, that I might sink in sudden gloom. 



4. Patient to. When he quitted Laara for the last time. 

7. Phder parte, non tutlo. In losing Laura's presence, he thought he lost 
part of his happiness only — not the whole : of which death afterwards deprived 
him. 

11. Jn 9ua dolce amara vista. Dolce means here, resigned; and amara, the 
ashy hue indicative of disease and death. 

13. Non vedSr quel, (|*c. He heheld her pale cheek, but did not see in that 
the symptom of ill-health. 

u2 
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SESTINA. 

SI RAMMARICA CHE MORTE LO ABBIA SPOGLIATO d'oGNI SUO TESORO, 

E SI LAMENTA CHE NON LO PRIVA DI VITA PER 

FARLO USCIR DI MISERIA. 



Mia benigna fortuna, e T viver li^to 
I chiari gidrni, e le tranquiUe nbtti, 
E i soavi sospiri, e T dolce stile, 
Che sol^a risonar in vbrsi e 'n rime ; 
Vblti subitamente in dbglia e 'n pianto, 
Odiar vita mi fanno, e bramar mbrte. 

Crudble, acbrba, ines6rabil mbrte, 
Cagi6n mi dai di mai non bsser libto, 
Ma di menar tutta mia vita in pianto, 
E i gidrni oscfiri, e le doglidse nbtti. 
I mie"* gravi sospir non vanno in rime ; 
E "* 1 mio duro martir vince dgni stile. 

Ov** e conddtto il mio amordso stile ? 

A parlar d''ira, a ragionar di mbrte. 

U' sdno i vbrsi, u** sdn giunte le rime, 

Che gentil cbr udla pensdso e libto ? 

Ov"* e '1 favoleggiar d'amdr le nbtti ? 

Or non parF io, ne pbnso altro, che pianto, 

Gia mi fu cdl desir si ddlce il pianto, 
Che condla di dolcezza ogni agro stile, 
E veggiar mi facea tutte le nbtti. 



■a^ 
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SESTINA. 

HE MOURNS THAT DEATH HAS DEPRIVED HIM OF HIS EVERY 

TREASURE, AND YET REFUSES TO PUT AN END 

TO HIS MISERY AND HIS EXISTENCE. 



My smiling fortune wreathing hours of joy, — 
My days of sunshine set in peaceful nights, — 
The sigh of gladness, — and the tide of joy, 
Waking its gentle flow in verse and rhyme ; 
So swiftly have they chang''d to grief and tears. 
That life is hateful, and my hope is death. 

Oh ! cruel, dark, inexorable death ! 

How hast thou stilPd my ev'*ry pulse of joy, 

In life awoke a ceaseless fount of tears, 

My sunshine veiFd and wrapped in gloom of night ; 

My sighs refuse to breathe themselves in rhyme, 

My cruel fate can ne'^er be wreathed in song. 

How crushed the inspiration of my song. 

To own pale wrath its theme, and withVing death. 

Where are the verses flown, the tuneful rhyme. 

Harmonious to blest virtue's pensive joy ? 

Where now love'^s tale, that once beguil'd my nights ? 

My ev'ry thought — my eloquence — is tears. 

Hope mingled once such sweetness in my tears. 

Its gentle food refin''d my harsher song. 

And sat in watchfulness throughout my nights ; 



Or m' e il pianger amaro piil che mbrte, 
Non speraudo mai '1 guardo onfesto e lieto, 
Alto soggfetto alle mie baasQ rime. 

Chiaro s^gno Amor pCse alle mie rime 

Dentro' a b6gli bcehj : ed 6t Tha p^sto in pianto, 

Con dolCr rimembrando il t?impo lifeto : 

Ond' io vb col pfinsifer cangiando atile, 

E ripregando t^, pallida mbrtej 

Cho mi Bottragglii a ei peaCse nbtti. 

Fuggito fe '1 sonno alle mie crude nbtti 
E '1 Bubno usato alio mie rbche rime ; 
Che non sanno trattar altro cho mbrte : 
Coal & '1 mio cantar eonvferso in pianto. 
Non ha '1 regno d'Amfir si vario stile ; 
Oh' fe tanto or tristo, quanto mai fu lii^to. 

Neesmi viase giammai piil di m6 lieto : 
Negann vive piil tristo o gifirni, o nbtte 
E doppiando '1 dol<3r, dijppia Io etile, 
Che triie del cbr si lagrimoae rime. 
Viasi di epeme ; or vivo pur di pianto : 
N6 c<)ntra mbrto apbro altro che mbrte. 

Mbrte m'ha mbrto ; e s<jla pflo far mbrte 
Ch' i' tomi a rived^r quel viao lieto, 
Che piacilr rai faoiSa i soepiri, o '1 pianto, 
L'^ura dijlce, o la pi&ggia alle mie nbtti ; 
Quando i pfinsi&ri ulfetti tess»5a in rime, 
Am^r alzando il mio debile stile. 




I 



My tears are now more bitter far than death, 
Since shadow'd is that face of virtuous joy, 
The lofty inspiration of my rhyme. 

Love woke the theme, (so beauteous for my rhyme), 
In those bright oyos — it now is cbang'd to tears, 
For mem'ry dwells with grief and vanish'd joy ; 
My thoughts' chang'd echo speaks anotlier song, 
It prays thee once again, pale haggard death ! 
To free from hopeless day, life's gloomy nights. 

Sleep's winged hope hath fled my aching nights, 

The ceaseless tone of my discordant rhyme 

No other subject now returns, but death ; 

And thus my strain is broken into tears ; 

For love's sweet reign knows not eucli varied song ; 

For mine ia grief, as once it told of joy. 

Oh ! once unrivall'd was my bosom's joy : 
My daily grief now equals but my nights : 
Its burthen's sad increase will swell my song 
With heart-felt chords— return' d in tearful rhyme. 
My life's blest food was hope — it now is tears ; 
I call on death to aid my strife with death. 

Death wakes within me death ; and only death 
Can to my sight return that face of joy, 
Which smil'd again to mirth my sighs and tears, 
Awoke the balmy air — soft dew of nights 
In which I fann'd my better thoughts to rhyme, 
Whilst Love exalted then, my feeble song. 



Or av^Bs' io on a^ piet^ao stile, 
Che Laura niia pot^sae tbrre a mbrte ; 
Cura' Euridice Orf&o sua aenza rime ; 
Ch' i' vivor&i aneur piil ehe mai lifeto. 
S'^BSer non pu!> ; qualcima d'£ate nbtti 
Ohiuda omai queate due funti di pianto. 

Am6r r hb miSlti e mljlt' anni pianto 
Mio grave danno in dolordso stile ; 
Nfe da te spfero mai ui€n fere nbtti : 
E perb mi s6a mbsso a pregar mbrte, 
Che mi tbglia di qui per farmi lifeto, 
Ov' b cdlbi, oV i" canto e piango in rime. 

Se 81 alto pbn gir mie atanche rime, 

Ch' aggiungan Ibi ch' b fubr d'ira e di pianto, 

E fa 'I cilil or di aue bellezze lifeto ; 

Bbn riconoscera '1 mutato stile ; 

Ohe gi^ Mree le piacque, anzi che mbrte 

Chiaro a Ifei gibmo, a me feaae aire nbtti. 

v(5i, che sospirate a miglior nbtti ; 
Ch' asGoltato d'amure o dite in rime ; 
Pregate non mi aia piil sorda mbrte, 
Porto delle miebrie, e fin del pianto : 
Mute una vblta quel suo antico atile, 
Oir ogni ubmo attrista, e me pub far si liet 

Far mi pub lifeto in una o 'n pbche nbtti ; 
E 'n aspro atile, e 'n angosciijse rime 
Prbgo, che '1 pianto mio finiaca mbrte. 
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Oh ! would, like Orpheus, I could raise the song, 
To lure my Laura from her homo of death ! 
(Euridice he won — without a rhjino) : 
Oh ! then my fife would taste increase of joy. 
That may not bo : then 'mid my sorrowing nights 
I would that she might stamich my fountain''d tears. 

How deep the fount where long hath flow'd my tears. 
As I recaird my woes in pensive song ; 
Yet, Love, from thee I hope not, better nights ; 
So I have urg'd my soul to pray that death 
Would bear me hence to her still home of joy. 
For whom I weep, and chant my constant rhyme. 

But if BO proud a flight dares not my rhymo. 

To seek that one beyond the vale of tears. 

Who, by her beauty, wakes e'en HeaVn to joy, — 

She then must sadly hail my alter'd song : 

She joy'd perchance to hear it once — ere death — 

A sun to her — set darkly on my nights. 

Oh ye ! whose sighs record more hopeful nights, 
Who list love's tale, and wreathe it into rhyme. 

Vouchsafe your aid, in beck'ning to me — death. 
That haven for the wretched, and their tears : 
Oh i pray that death would change his wonted song ; 
Man grieves at that — to me would be such joy .' 

Death's welcome may be this, or future nights ; 
But now with broken song, and anguish'd rhymes, 
I pray his icy hand to still my tears. 



228 PETRAROA. 



SONETTO LXXXVI. 

INDRIZZA LE RIME ALLA SEPOLTURA DI LAURA, PREGANDOLA, 
POICHE EGLI £ YICINO AL MORIRE, CHE 
VENGA A RACCOGLIERLO. 



Ite, rime dol^nti, al duro sasso, 
Che 1 mio caro tesbro in tbrra asconde : 
Ivi chiamate chi dal cibl risp6nde ; 
Benche 1 mortal sia in Ibco oscuro e bass6. 

Ditele, ch^ i' s6n gia di viver lasso, 
Del navigar per queste orribil onde : 
Ma ricoglibndo le sue sparto fr6nde 
Dibtro le vb pur eosi passo, passo. 

S61 di Ibi ragionando viva e mbrta, 
Anzi pur viva, ed or fatta immortale ; 
Accio che 1 mdndo la condsca ed ame. 

Piacciale al mio passar bsser accbrta ; 

Ch^ b prbsso omai : siami aP inc6ntro ; e quale 

Ella b nel ciblo, a sd mi tiri e chiame. 



3. Chi dal del risponde. Laura? Ah no ! Nc Laura (se santa), ne altri (che 
k santo) rispose, rlsponde 6 rispondera mai alle preghiere del mortalL Fregate 
al Padre, in nome del Figlio sno, e soltanto allora sarete esauditi. 
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SONNET LXXXVI. 

HE DIRECTS HIS RHYMES TO SEEK LAURa's TOMB, TO TELL HER 

HE FEELS DEATH IS APPROACHING, PRAYING 

HER TO COME TO HIM. 



Go, my sad rhymes ; go, seek that chilling stone, 
Which hides my treasure in its marble breast. 
Ye, she will answer from her blessed rest, 
Tho' here, her dwelling be obscm-e and lone. 

Oh I tell her, I of life am weary grown. 
No more can with this frightful sea contest : 
Whilst I with form, her scattered leaves invest, 
Each day a nearer step to her, I own. 

In life she wakM my strain, and still in death 
(In death ! ah no ! she lives immortal now !) 
I sing, that all may know and love her well : 

Oh ! may she deign to watch my parting breath, 
To guide my soul when soon in death I bow, 
That I in heaven with her as pure may dwell. 




S. Chi dal ciil rispdnde. A stracgo conceit, to imagine that Laura (though 
he supposes her a heatified spirit) could answer the prayer of a mortal. 

7. Sparto'fronde, Petrarch means Laura's praises, scattered throughout his 
sonnets ; and which sonnets he is engaged in arranging in proper order, before 
his death. 

9. Viva e morta. His yerses during her life , and after her death. 
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SONETTO LXXXVII. 

CHIEDE PER MERCEDE DELL' AMOR SUO ONESTO CHE LAURA 
YENGA PER LUI NEL SUO MORIRE, 



S^onesto amdr pub meritar merc^de, 
E se pietBt anc6r pub, quant^ ella suble ; 
Mercede avrb : che pi^ chiara che T sole 
A madbnna, ed al mondo e la mia f^de. 

Gia di me paventosa, or s^, nol crede ; 
Che quelle st^sso, ch** 6r per m^ si vble, 
Sempre si vblse ; e sheila udia parble, 
ved6a 1 v61to, or ranimo e 1 cbr \6ie. 

Ond^ io spbro, che ^nfin al eibl si dbglia 
De^ mibi tanti sospiri : e coslt mdstra 
Tomando a me si pibna di pietate : 

E spero, oh' al por gi^ di qu^sta spbglia 
Vbnga per m^ con qu^lla gbnte nbstra, 
V^ra arnica di Cristo, e d^onestate. 
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SONNET LXXXVII. 

HE PRAYS THAT, IN REWARD FOR HIS LONG AND VIRTUOUS 
ATTACHMENT, LAURA WILL VISIT HIM IN DEATH. 

If virtuous love doth merit recompense — 

If pity still maintain its wonted sway — 

I that reward shall win, for bright as day 

To earth and Laura breathes my faith's incense. 

She fearM me once — now heavenly confidence 
Reveals my heart's first hope's unchanging stay ; 
A word, a look, could this alone convey, 
My heart she reads now^ stripped of earth's defence. 

And thus I hope, she for my heavy sighs 
To heaven complains, to tm she pity shows 
By sympathetic visits in my dream : 

And when this mortal temple breathless lies, 
Oh ! may she greet my soul, enclos'd by those 
Whom Heav'n and Virtue love— our friends supreme. 



8. Or Vanimo e 'I cor vede. Petrarch seems to infer, that on earth there is 
always a comparative dL^fuise, as mortals can only interpret each other's senti- 
ments through a medium — language, or the ejes ; but in heaven, spirits are 
permitted to read the hearts of those in whom the j have trusted, and who are 
still on earth. 
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SONETTO LXXXVIII. 

CON SI FORTE IMMAGINAZIONE PENSA A LEI, CHE GLI PARE Dl 
VEDERLA VIYA: MA ACCORTO^EL SUO ERRORE DESCRITE 

l'anno e il giorno della sua M ORTE. 



T6mami a mente, anzi v' fe dentro quella 
Ch' indi per L^te fesser n6n pub sbandita ; 
QuaP io la vidi in suir eta fiorita 
Tutta acc^sa de^ raggi di sua stella. 

Si n^l mio primo occdrso on^sta e bfella 
Veggiola in s^ raccblta, e si romita ; 
Ch' i^ grido : elF b ben d^ssa ; aneor fe in vita 
E 'n d6n le eteggio sua dolce favfeUa. 

Taldr risp6nde e tal6r non fa mbtto : 

I' c6m^ ubm ch' brra, e pbi piii dritto estima, 

Dico alia m^nte mia : tu so 'ngannata : 

Sai, che ^n mille trecbnto quarant^ btto, 
II di s^sto d'Aprile, in Tdra prima 
Del cbrpo uscio quelF anima beata. 
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SONNET LXXXVIII. 

his imagination is so distorted by dwelling eternally on 

Laura's memory, that he fancies he beholds her still 

IN life, he recals his mind from the delusion, 

BY reminding it OF THE YEAR AND DAY 
ON which she DIED. 

My mind recals her ; nay, her home is there, 
Nor Lethean draught can banish thence her form, 
I see that star's pure ray, her spirit warm, 
Whose grace and spring-time beauty, she doth wear. 

As thus my vision paints her charms so rare. 
That none to such perfection may conform ; # 

I cry : " ^Tis she ! death doth to life transform ! 
And then to hear that voice, I wake my prayer/' 

She now replies, and now doth mute appear. 
Like one whose totfring mind regains its power ; 
I speak my heart : " Thou must this cheat resign ; 

The thirteen hundred, eight and fortieth year, 
The sixth of ApriPs suns, his first bright hour, 
Thou know'st that soul celestial fled, its shrine !'' 



4. De raggi di sua stilla. He beholds her adorned with the beaa^^ and grace 
of Venus. 



X2 
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SONETTO LXXXIX. 



DICE CHE IN LAURA SOLA LA NATURA POSE IL COLMO d'OGNI 

BELLEZZA, £ SI CONSOLA DI PERDER LA VISTA, CHE GLI 

ERA STATA CONCBSSA SOLO PER CONTEMPLARLA. 



Qu^sto nbstro cadico e fragile bfene, 
Ch' fe vfento ed dmbra, ed ha ndme beltate ; 
Non fu giammai, se ndn in qu^sta etate, 
Tutto in un cbrpo ; e cib fu per mie pene. 

Che natura non vubl, n^ si cdnvibn© 
Per far ricco un, por gli altri in povertate : 
Or versb in una ogni sua largitate : 
Perd6nimi quaP b bblla, o si tibne. 

Non fu simil bellezza antica 6 nbva, 

Ne sark, credo : ma fd si coverta, 

Ch** app^na se n^accbrse il mondo errante. 

Tosto disparve ; onde 1 cangiar mi gidva 
La pbca vista a me dal ciblo affbrta, 
S61 per piac^r alle sue luci sante. 
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SONNET LXXXIX. 

HE SAYS, THAT IN LAURA ALONE NATURE DISPLAYED THE PERFECTION 

OF LOVELINESS ; AND HE CONSOLES HIMSELF FOR HER BEING 

WITHDRAWN FROM HIS SIGHT, IN THE REFLECTION THAT, 

LIKE A BEAUTIFUL PICTURE, SHE HAD BEEN ONLY 

CONCEDED AWHILE TO HIS CONTEMPLATION. 

That gift we beauty name, (whose essence flies 
Ere scarce inhaPd, as shades before the wind) 
Ne'er perfect dwelt within one frame enshrined 
Till now — ^it wakM, my spirit to chastise. 

To beggar others, to create one prize. 
Had nature'^s justice never yet inclined ; 
She now to one her richest gifts resignM ; 
Beauties forgive ! and ye who dream its guise ! 

Not any age had seen a thing so fair, 

Nor e'er its like will see ; it dwelt so veiPd, 

This sinful world scarce knew its modest light : 

But soon it fled — and now my soul must wear 
A hue more holy, ere it is exhalM, 
To harmonize with her celestial light. 
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SONETTO XO. 

4CC0RT0SI DELLA BREVITA DI QUESTA VITA, DICE, CON RIPRENSIONE 
A si STESSO, CHE SAREBBE TEMPO DI RIVOLGERSI A DIO 
dell' amor SOVERCHIO, CHE ANCORA 
PORTA A LAURA. 



tfempo, o cifel voliibil, che fuggfendo 
Inganni i ci^chi e mlseri mortali ; 
O di vel6ci pifi che v^nto e strali, 
Or ad ^sp^rto vbstre frddi intfendo : 

Ma scuso v6i, e m^ stesso riprfendo : 
Che natura a v61ar v** apbrse Tali ; 
A me diede bcchj : ed io pur ne^ mifei mali 
Li tfenni ; dnde vergdgna e dol6r pr^ndo. 

£ sarbbbe 6ra, ed e passata omai, 
Da rivoltarli in piii sicura parte, 
E p6ner fine agP infiniti guai. 

N^ dal tuo gi6go, Amdr, Talma si parte. 
Ma dal suo mal ; con che studio, t^ J sai : 
Non a case e virtute, anzi fe bfelF /arte. 
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SONNET XO. 

HE REFLECTS UPON THE BREVITY OF HUMAN EXISTENCE, AND 

REPROVES HIMSELF FOR DELAYING TO OFFER UP TO 

HEAVEN ALONE, THE LOVE HE STILL BEARS 

TO Laura's memory. 



Oh time ! oh circlmg heav''ns ! in your flight 
We mortals ye deceive— so poor and blind ; 
Oh days ! more fleeting than the shaft or wind, 
Experience brings yom* treachery to my sight ! 

But mine the error — ^ye yourselves are right ; 
Your flight fulfils but that your wings design'^d : 
My eyes were nature's gift, yet ne'er could find 
But one blest light — and hence their present blight. 

It now is time (perchance the hour is past) 
That they a safer dwelling should select, 
And thus repose, might soothe my grief acute : 

Love's yoke the spirit may not from it cast, 
(With oh what pain !) it may its ill eject ; 
But virtue is attained but by pursuit ! 



10. Piu sicura parte. He means, that from Heaven he should find rest for all 
his heavy sorrow. 
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SONETTO XCI. 



DICE, CHE BENCHE EGLI SOLO SI DOLGA DELLA MORTE DI LAURA, 

IL DANNO ik COMMUNE. 



Lasciato hai, Mbrte, s^nza s61e il mdndo 
Oscuro e freddo ; Am6r cibco ed inbrme ; 
Leggiadria ignuda ; le Bell^zze inf enne ; 
Me sconsolato, ed a me grave p6ndo : 

Cortesia in bando, ed onestate in fondo : 
Dbgliom^ io s61, n^ s61 ho da dolerme : 
Che svblt' hai di virtute il chiaro germe, 
Spfento il primo val6r : qual fia il secdndo ! 

Piknger Paer, e la tbrra, e 1 mar dovrfebbe, 
L^uman legnaggio ; che s^nz^ ella fe quasi 
S^nza fi6r prato o s^nza gbmma anbllo. 

Non la condbbe il m6ndo mentre Tbbbe : 
Conobbir io eh^ a pianger qui rimasi ; 
E T cibl, che del mio pianto or si fa bello. 



FETBABCH. 23d 



SONNET XCI. 



HE SATS, THAT ALTHOUGH HE INDIVIDUALLY MOURNS FOR 

LAURA, THE WORLD HAS SUSTAINED A GENERAL 

LOSS IN HER DEATH. 



Death ! thou hast left the world without its sun, 
Now cold and dark — and Love disarmM and blind ; 
Beauty lies prostrate— Grace no charm can find — 
Disconsolate I dwell, by grief undone* 

Kindness is banished— virtuous race is run ; 

I grieve alone ; yet others had repin'^d. 

For virtue^s germ is to decay consignM ; 

That blossom quenoh'd, who next its bloom had won ! 

Earth, sea, and air — ^the world — should equal mourn, 
Which, in her absence, seems a flowMess mead, 
A ring from which hath dropped its gem of light : 

It knew her not, till she from us was torn ; 

I knew her then — now on her mem'^ry feed ; 

Heaven too, doth, in her presence, shine more bright. 



8. Qual fia il secondo. Petnurch asks, who will succeed Laura in xmitiiig 
inch beau^ and virtue in one form ? 



240 PETRARCA. 



SONETTO XOII. 

NARRA IL GRAN CONFORTO CHE t RICEVE DALLE APPARAZIONI 

FATTEOLI IN SO(3NO DA LEI. 



D^l cibo, onde '1 signor mio s^mpre abbonda, 
Lagrime e dbglia, il cbr lasso nudrisco ; 
E sp^sso tremo, e sp^sso impallidisco, 
Pensando alia sua piaga aspra, e prof6nda. 

Ma chi n^ prima simil, n^ seconda 
Ebbe al suo tbmpo, al l^tto in ch' io languisco 
Vibn tal, ch' appena a rimirarla ardisco ; 
E pietosa s'*asside in sulla sponda. 

Con qu^IIa man, che tanto desiai, 
M'^asciuga gli bcchj, e col suo dir m'appbrta 
Dolc^zza, ch' ubm mortal non sent! mai. 

Ohe val, dico a saver, chi si sconforta ? 
Non piknger tu ; non m'^hai tu pianto assai ! 
Ch' or foatiX vivo, com' io non s6n mbrta. 
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"^ SONNET XCII. 



HE RELATES THE CONSOLATION HE HAS DERIVED FROM LAURA 
HAVING APPEARED TO HIM IN A DREAM. 



With grief and tears, (my souFs proud sovVeign's food) 

I ever nourish still my aching heart ; 

I feel my blanching cheek, and oft I start 

As on Love's sharp engraven wound I brood. 

But she, who e''er on earth unrivallM stood, 
Flits o''er my couch, when prostrate by his dart 
I lie — and there her presence doth impart, 
Whilst scarce my eyes dare meet their vision'd good. 

With that fair hand, in life I so desirM, 
She stays my eyes'* sad tide ; her voice's tone 
Awakes the balm, earthy ne'er to man can give : 

And thus she speaks : " Oh ! vain hath wisdom firM 
The hopeless mourner's breast ; no more bemoan, 
I am not dead — would- thou like me couldst live !" 



1 



12. Chi val, dico a saver. Laura asks of what value is^ reason to the mourner 
who refuses to be comforted. 
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SONETTO XCIII. 

ACCORTOSI D'eSSERSI LAMENTATO IN ALTRO SONETTO IN QUESTO 

SI DISDICO, RIGETTANDO LA COLPA AL SOVERCHIO AFFANNO 

CHE l'aVEVA SPINTO A DOLERSI CONTRA RAGIONE. 



Spinse am6r e (ioI6r, 6ve ir non debbe, 
La mia lingua awiata a lamentarsi 
A dir di l^i per ch"* io cantai, ed arsi. 
Quel che se f6sse v^r tbrto sarbbbe. 

Ch"* assai 1 mio stato rio quetar dovrebbe 
Quella bekta, e '1 ebr racconsolarsi, 
Ved^ndo tanto lei domestiearsi 
Con Colui, che vivbndo in ebr sempr"* ebbe. 

E bbii m'^acqubto, e m^ st^sso consdlo ; 
Ne vorrbi rived^rla in qu^sto inf ^mo ; 
Anzi vbglio morire e viver s61o. 

Che piii b^lla che mai con Tbcchio intbmo 
Con gli angeli la v^ggio alzata a v61o, 
A pib del suo e mio Sign6re etbrno. 
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SONNET XCIII. 

BE APOLOGIZES FOR HAVING MURMURED AGAINST LAURA, IN A FORMER L 
SONNET, FOR THE MISERY SHE HAD CAUSED HIM*. HE ACCUSES ^ 

BXCESSIVE GRIEF AS THE CAUSE, WHICH URGED HIM TO A ' Jt> 

SUCH UNREASONABLE LAMENTATIONS. 



My love and grief compeird me to proclaim 
My heart's lament, and urgM me to convey 
That were it true, of her I should not say, 
Who woke alike my song, and bosom''s flame : 

For I should comfort find, 'mid this world's shame. 
To mark her soul's beatified array. 
To think that He who here had own'd its sway. 
Doth now within His home its presence claim. 

And true I comfort find — ^myself resign'd, 
I would not woo her back to earthly gloom ; 
Oh ! rather let me die, or live still lone ! 

My mental eye, that holds her there enshrin'd, 
Now paints her wing'd, bright with celestial bloom, 
Prostrate beneath our mutual Heaven's throne. 



ki 



8. Con colui — her Creator. Pietj was one of Laura's most distinguished 
characteristics. 



I 
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SONETTO XCIV. 



LODA LAURA, DICENDO, CHE QUANDO SALI AL CIELO, GLI ANGILI 

AMMIRARONO LA SUA BELLEZZA : E DELIBERA DI 

8EQUIR LA SUA VITA ONESTA. 



Gli angell ^l^tti, e Tknime bekte 
Cittadine d^l ci^lo, il primo gi6mo 
Che maddnna passb, le fur** intdrno 
Pibne di meraviglia e di pietate. 

Che luce b qu^sta, e qual nova beltate ? 
Dicdan tra 16r, perch** ^bito si ad6mo 
Dal mondo errante a quest' alto soggiomo 
Non sail mai in tutta qudsta etate. 

Ella contenta avdr cangiato albbrgo, 
Si paragdna pur coi piii pdrf^tti ; 
E parte ed 6r ad 6r si vblgc a t^rgo, 

Mirando a* io la sdguo ; e par ch' aspbtti : 
Ond** io vbglie e pdnsibr tutti al ciel brgo ; 
Perch"* io Tbdo pregar pur, ch' i** m'*affrdtti. 
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SONNET XCIV. 



THE POET SAYS THAT WHEN LAURA FLED TO HEAVEN THE ANGELS 
GATHERED ROUND HER IN ADMIRATIRN : HE DETER- 
MINES TO PURSUE HER PATH OF VIRTUE. 



When Laura fled to her celestial skies, 
The high-elected angels — spirits blest — 
Those heavenly citizens — around her prest, 
With rev'^rend glances, yet, of strange surprise : 

" What light is this, and in so new a guise ! 

No mortal ever thus in beauty drest 

Hath sought admittance here, as heaven's guest 

From earth's dark home !" (each to the other cries.) 

But slie^ exulting in her new abode. 

Her essence mingles with the souls most pure, 

Whilst still from time to time she looks behind: 

She marks expectant that I track her road, 
To haste my flight I hear her me adjure. 
And thus in heav'n my ev'ry wish I find ! 




y2 
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SONETTO XCV. 

LA PREGA PER l'aMORE E PER LA CANDIDA FEDE PORTATALE, CHK 

OV IMPETRI GRAZIA DI FINIR TOSTO LA VITA 

E d'andar' in PARADISO. 



Dbnna, che lieta col principio nbstro 
Ti stai, c6rae tua vita alma richifede, 
Assisa in alta e gloridsa sbde, 
E d'altro ornata, che di p^rle, o d'bstro ; 

O d^lle dbnne altero e raro mostro, 
Or n^l volto di lui, che tutte vede, 
Vedi T mio amore, e quella pura f^de, 
Per ch' io tante versai lagrime e 'nchibstro. 

E sbnti che ver t^ il mio cbre in tbrra, 
Tal fu, qual 6ra b in ci^Io ; e mai non vblsi 
Altro da t^ che '1 sdl degli bcchj tubi. 

Dunque per ammendar la lunga gubrra 
Per cui dal m6ndo a t^ sdla mi vblsi ; 
Prbga ch** i' vbnga tbsto a star con vCi, 
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SONNET XOV. 



E CONJURES LAURA, BY THE LOVE AND PURE FAITH HE EVER BORE 
HER, TO OBTAIN FOR HIM A SPEEDY TERMINATION TO HIS 
EXISTENCE, AND AN ENTRANCE INTO HEAVEN. 



Lady ! whose gentle virtues have obtain'^d 
For thee a dwelling with thy Maker blest, 
To sit enthroned above, in angels' vest, 
(Whose lustre gold nor purple had attained :) 

Ah thou ! who here the most exalted reign'd, 
Now thro' the eyes of Him who knows each breast, 
That heart's pure faith and love thou canst attest, 
Which both my pen and tears alike sustained. 

Thou knowest, too, my heart was thine on earth. 
As now it is in heav'n ; no hope was there, 
But to avow thine eyes — its only shrine : 

Thus to reward the strife, which owes its birth 
To thee, who won my each affection'd care, 
Pray Heav'n to waft me to his home and thim! 



7. Quilla pura fide. Petrarch again seems to lay a stress on Laura's now 
«ing enabled to read the faith and constancy of his affection, as though that 
lad once been a question in her mind. 



SONETTO XCVI. 



Non pub far mbrte il dolce viso amaro : 
Ma '1 ddlce vieo dulco pub far mbrte. 
Che bisfigna a mom- bbn altre scbrte ! 
QuoUa mi acbrge, ond' 6gm bone imparo : 

E Quei, che del auo eangue non fu avaro, 
Che col pib ruppo le tartaree porte ; 
Col Sue morir par ehe mi ricdnfbrte : 
Dunque vien mbrte ; il tuo venir m' b caro : 

E non tardar ; ch' egli e l)fen tbmpo oraai : 
E se non fosse, e fu 'I tempo in qu^l punto, 

Che madbnna passo di qudsta vita. 

D'all(5r innanzi mi d3 non viasi mai : 
S6co fu' in via, e s^co al fin son giunto ; 
E mia giornata lib co' subi pib fornita. 
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SONNET XOVI. 

EXPRESSES HIS DESIRE FOR DEATH. HAVING HIS HOPE IN HIS 
REDEEMER, AND ENCOURAGED BY THE EXAMPLE OF LAURA, 
HE FEARS NOT THAT EVENT WHICH IS OFTEN 
ANTICIPATED WITH SO MUCH DREAD. 

Death cannot make that beauteous face less fair, 
But that sweet face may lend to death a grace ; 
My spirits guide ! from her, each good I trace, 
Who learns to die, may seek his lesson there. 

That holy one ! who not his blood would spare. 
But did the dark Tartarean bolts unbrace ; 
He, too, doth from my soul death's terrors chase : 
Then welcome, death ! thy impress I would wear. 

And linger not ! 'tis time that I had fled ; 

Alas ! my stay hath little here availed, 

Since she, my Laura blest, resigned her breath : 

Life's spring in me, hath since that hour lain dead. 
In her I liv'd, my life in hers exhaPd, 
The hour she died, I felt within me, death ! 



12. Uallor innanxi un di^ S^c. Petrarch here heautifuUy expresses the heart's 
T<nd that has lost for ever its one cherished object The soul may yet breathe 
tp heaven, and find hope and consolation firom its aspirations ; but the heart, 
which partakes of earth, lies dead to every future impulse of happiness. 
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SONETTO XCVII, 

CONFORTOSI A LASCIAR LE VANE OPERAZIONI, POICH& l'uMANA 

VITA E PIENA DI DIFETTI. 



Dicemi sp^sso il mio fidato sp^glio 
L'*animo stanco, e la cangiata scbrza, 
E la scemata mia destr^zza e fbrza 
Non ti nasc6nder piii : tu se' pur v^glio. 

Obbedir a natura in tutto fe il mbglio : 
Ch' a contender c6n l^i il t^mpo ne sfbrza, 
Subif all6r, com' acqua il fbco ammbrza, 
D'un lungo e grave sdnno mi risv^glio : 

E v^ggio b^n, che 1 nbstro viver vdla 
E ch"* baser non si pub piii d'una vblta ; 
E ''n m^zzo T cbr mi sbna una parbla. 

Di 1^, ch' b 6r dal suo b^l nbdo sciblta ; 
Ma ne"* subi gidrni al m6ndo fu si s6Ia, 
Ch' a tutte, s' i** non brro, fama ha tblta. 
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SONNET XCVII. 



HE REFLECTS UPON THE IMPERFECTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE, AND 

CONSOLES HIMSELF THAT HE MUST SOON PASS 

AWAY FROM ITS VANITIES. 



The mirrored friend— my changing form hath read, 

My ev'ry powVs incipient decay — 

My wearied soul — alike, in warning say 

" Thyself no more deceive, thy youth hath fled/ 



")n 



'Tis ever best to be by nature led, 
We strive with her^ and death makes us his prey ; 
At that dread thought, like flames the waters stay, 
The dream is gone my life hath sadly fed. 

I wake to feel how soon existence flies, 
Once known, 'tis gone, and never to return. 
Still vibrates in my heart the thrilling tone 

Of her, who now her beauteous shrine defies : 
But she, who here to rival, none could learn. 
Hath robVd her sex, and with its fame hath flown. 
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SONETTO XOVIII. 



DESIDERA ESSERE IN CIELO PER UDIRE E VEDER LAORA E DIO 
E SPERA CIO DOVER ESSERE IN BRIEVE. 



V61o con Tali de' p^nsiferi al cielo 
Si sp^sse vblte, che quasi iin di 16ro 
Esser mi par ch^ hann' ivi U suo tesbro, 
Lasciando in tbrra lo squarciato v^lo. 

Taldr mi trbma T cbr d'^un ddlce gelo, 
Udbndo Ibi, per ch** io mi discol6ro, 
Dirmi : amico, or Vam* io, ed or t'ondro, 
Perch' hai costiimi variati, e 1 pelo. 

M^nami al suo Signdre : allor m'inchino 
Pregando umilem^nte, che cdnsbnta. 
Oh** i' fltia a veder e Tuno e Faltro volto. 

Rispdnde : egli b bbn f^rmo il tuo destino : 
E pdr tardar anc6r vent' anni o trenta, 
Parr^ a t6 trbppo, e non fia perb m^to. 
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SONNET XCVIII. 

HE DESIRES TO JOIN LAURA IN HEAVEN, AND WITH HER, TO CON- 

TEMPLATE THE GLORIES OF THEIR CREATOR, AND PRAYS 

THAT HE MAY NOT TARRY LONG ON EARTH. 



So oft to Heav'n I fly, on thought's bright wing, 
That fancy paints me dwelling with the blest. 
Who there^ their only treasure have possest, 
And joyM their mortal veil on earth to fling. 

She speaks, (who wakes my bosom's thrilling string 
And doth my cheek of life's best hue divest) 
" My friend ! thy love is now my honored guest. 
For age, doth wisdom to thy spirit bring.' 



It 



I pray her guidance to her sovereign's throne. 
And there I humbly plead, that I may dwell. 
In contemplating Him, and that bright soul : 

But Heav'n replies : " My will for thee is known ; 
Tho' long to thee, yet, soon will ring thy knell, 
Still, twenty summers yet, may o'er thee roll." 
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SONETTO XOIX. 

RIPRENDE SE STESSO D'aVER MALE SPESE VENT' UNO ANNI, 

E CHIEDE SOCCORSO A DIO DI POTERSI A LUI 

RIVOLGERE NELLA SUA VECCHIEZZA. 



T^nnemi Am6r anni ventuno ard^ndo 
Lieto n^l fbco, e n^I dubl pfen di sp^me : 
Pbi che madbnna e '1 mio cbr s^co insibme 
Saliro al cibl, di^ci altri anni piangbndo. 

Omai son stanco, e mia vita riprbndo 
Di tanto err6r ; che di virtute il s^me 
Ha quasi spbnto : e le mie parti ^strbme, 
Alto Dio, a te devotamente rbndo. 

Pentito, e tristo de** miei si spesi anni ; 
Che spbnder si doveano in miglior uso, 
In cercar pace, ed in fuggire affanni. 

Signer ; che ^n questo career m' hai rinchiiiso ; 

Ti^mmene salvo dagli etemi danni : 

Ch' i' c6n6sco T mio fallo, e non lo scuso. 



Tutto questo sonetto e core e mente d'un sincere Protestante, che aveva 
conosciuto Tiniquita della Corte Papale, da lui chiamata " Avara ed einpia 
Babilonia." 



PETRARCH. 255 



SONNET XCIX. 



HE REPROVER HIMSELF FOR ONE-AND-TWENTY YEARS OF MIS-SPENT 
TIME, AND PRAYS FOR SUCCOUR FROM ABOVE THAT HE MAY 
CONSECRATE HIS THOUGHTS TO HEAVEN. 



Love held me one-and-twenty years enehainM, 
His flame was joy — ^for hope, was in my grief; 
For ten more years I wept without relief. 
When Laura with my heart, to Heaven attainM. 

Now weary grown, my life I had arraignM, 
That in its error, checW (to my belief) 
Blest virtue's seeds — now, in my yellow leaf, 
Igrieve the mis-spent years, existence stained. 

Alas ! it might have sought a brighter goal, 

In flying troublous thoughts, and winning peace ; 

Oh Father ! I repentant seek thy throne : 

Thou, in this temple hath enshrinM my soul. 
Oh bless me yet, and grant its safe release ! 
Unjustified — my sin I humbly own. 
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SONETTO 0. 

CONFESSA, PENTITO, L'ERROR SUO : E DIMANDA IL DIVINO AJUTO 

PER VIVER BEN, E POI BEN MORIRE. ^ 

I' \(f piang^ndo i miei passati t^mpi, 
I quai p6si in amar cbsa mortale, 
Senza levanni a vdlo, avbnd'^o Tale 
Per dar fdrse di me non bassi es^mpi. 

Tu, che vedi i mi^i malVindegni ed empi, 
Re del 01^0 invisibile, immortale ; 
Soee6rri alP alma dlsviata e frale, 
E '1 SUO dif^tto di tua grazia adempi. 

Si che, s' io vissi in gu^rra, ed in tempbsta, 
Mbra in pace, ed in pbrto ; e se la stanza 
Fu vana, almen sia la partita onbsta. 

A quel pbco di viver che m^avanza, 

Ed al morir degni bsser tua man prbsta : 

Tu sai bbn che ^n altrui non hb speranza. 



Non ho mai letto o inte»o preghicra in alcuna lingua che possa paragonarsi 
in fervore e verita a questii di Petrarca. 
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SONNET C. 



HE CONFESSES WITH REPENTANCE HIS ERROR, AND PRATS FOR THE 

NCE TO TEACH HIB 
AND HOW TO DIE. 



DIVINE ASSISTANCE TO TEACH HIM HOW TO LIVE, 



I mourn the wasted life I had begun 
In loving that^ was doomM alas ! to die ; 
Whilst vain the wings Heav'n gave, that I might fly, 
And soaring — leave the track I nobly won. 

Oh Thou ! invisible ! immortal one ! 
Who seest the grief, my spirit should defy; 
Oh ! that thy grace, my weakness, may supply. 
Support the soul, that knows not ill to shun ! 

Tho^ war and tempest mark my earthly course. 
Oh ! let a peaceful haven greet its close — 
Tho** vain my life — a Christian let me die ! 

Thou knowstjjhou art alone, my souFs resource^ 
Oh guard the life, thy mercy yet bestows. 
And when in death, thine aid do not deny ! 



For "beauty and sublimity of expression this concluding prayer is allowed to 
stand unrivalled in any language- 
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